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A CARD from ‘the 
AvTHOR, to Davip GarRIckK, 
Efq; | ? : 

R EMOTENE SS of fituation, and 

Jome other circumftances, have hither- 
to deprived the Author of that bappi- 


nefs be might receive from Jeeing Mr. 
GARRICK. 


‘Tis the univerfal regard his charaéter 


commands, occafions this addreft. . 


delicacy and good fenfe, a fingle perisd in 
A 2 


Lt may be thought by many, (at a vift 
fo abrupt as this is) that Something highly 
complimentary jhould be faid on the part of 
the intruder; but according to the ideas the 
Author bas conceived of Mr. GARRICK’s 


the 


( iw ) 


the garb of flattery, would certainly of- 
Send him. 


He therefore takes his leave ;—and af- 
ter having flept (perhaps a little too for- 
qward) to offer his tribute of efteem, re- 
pet fully retires. 


NEWCASTLE, 
Feb. 1766. 
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PASTORAL 


——Carpe diem. | Hor. 
MORNING. 
, L : a 
'N the barn the tenant Cock, 
_Clofe to partlet perch’d on high, 
Brifkly crows, (the thepherd’s clock!) 
Jocund that the morning’s nigh. 
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6 D AY. 

I 
e 

Swiftly from the mountain’s brow, 
Shadows, nurs’d by night, retire : 

And the peeping fun-beam, now, 
Paints with gold the village fpire. 
7 Il. 

Philomel forfakes the thorn, 


Plaintive where fhe prates at night; ©’ 


And the Lark, to meet the morn, 
Soars beyond the fhepherd’s fight. 


IV. 
From the low toof’d cottage ridge,” 
See the chatt’ring Swallow {pring ; . 
Derting through the one-arch’d bridge, 
_ Quick fhe dips her dappled wing. . 


V7 


Now the pine-tree’s wavthg top,- i; 


Gently greets the morning gale: 
Kidlings, now, begin to crop 
Daifies, on the dewey dale. 


| VI. 
From the balmy fe: s. uncloy’d, . 
(Reftlefs ull be- -- < ue done) 


wo a = 


Now 


os 5 ae. 
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Now the bufy Bee’s emplo 
Sipping. dew befgre, the | 


Vil. 


Trickling through the Gievicrd rock, 
Where the limped ftream diftills, . 
Sweet refrefhment waits the flock ae | 

When ‘tis fun-drove from the bills | 


Vi ~ 
oe 


Co.tn’s for the promis ¢ corn | 
(E’re the harveft hopes are. rips) - te 
Anxious ;—whilft the huntfman’s Stn oO 
- Boldly founding, drowns his Pipe: | 


TX. aoe 
Sweet,—O fweet, thie warbling rare 
On the white agua fpray | 


Nature’s univerfal 
Echos to the riling om 


J MOON 


8 DA Y. 
N OQ. °O- N. 
XX. 


ERVI D on the glitt'ring flood, 
Now the noontide radiance glows : 


Drooping o’er its infant bud; 
Not a dew-drop’s left. the rofe, 


XI... 


By the brook the fhepherd io 
From the fierce meridian‘heat, _ 

Shelter’d by: the branching pines, 
Pendant o’er his grafly feat, 


| XI. 


Now the flock forfakes the elude, oe 
Where uncheck’d the fun-beams fall,” 
Sure to find a pleafing fhade:- - 
By the ivy’d abbey wall. 


XIII. = 


Echo i in her airy round, 
O’er the river, rock. and hill, 
Cannot catch a fingle found, 
Save the clack of yonder mill. 


OY 


D A Y.~ 9 


XIV. 


Cattle court the zephirs bland, 
Where the ftreamlet wanders cool ; 

Or with languid filence ftand 7 
Midway in the marfhy pool. 


XV. 


But from mountain, dell, or ftrearn, 
Not a flutt’ring zephir {prings : 
Fearful leaft the noontide beam 
Scorch its foft, its filken wings. 
Not a leaf has leaveto ftir, 
Nature’s lull’d—ferene—and ftill 
Quiet e’en the fhepherds-eur, 
Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. 


y tie fos 
a? ae eae, 


Languid is the landfcape round, S| 
Til the frefh defcending fhower, ~~ ° 
Grateful to the thirfty ground, 
Raifes ev’ry fainting flower. 


Now the hill—the hedge—is green, | 
Now the warbler’s throats in tune ; 


Blith- 


/ 


10 DA Y. 


Blithfome is the verdant {cene, 
Brighten’d by the beams of Noon ! 


EV ENIN G. 


"ER the heath the. heifer frays 
O Free ;—(the furrow’d tafk is, done) 
Now the village windows blaze, . 
-Burnifh’d by the fetting fun. 


Now he fets behind the. hill, 
Sinking from a golden fy : 

Can the pencil’s mimic fkill, | 
Copy the refulgent dye? 


Trudging as the shovbied ZO, 
(To the fmoaking hamlet bound) 


Giant-like their fhadows grow, . 
: —_ o’er the level ground, 


XXIL, 


DA Y. 
XXII 


Where the rifing foreft {preads, 
‘Shelter, for the lordly deme! 
To their high-built airy beds, 
See the rooks returning home! . 


or. 


XXM 


As the Lark with vary’d tune, ~~ 


Carrols to the evening loud, 
Mark the mild refplendent moon, 
Breaking through a parted cloud! 


XXIV. 


Now the hermit Howlet peeps 
From the barn, or ewitted brake, 

And the blue mrft flowly creeps, 
Curling on the filver lake. 


XXV. 


As the T'rout in fpeckled pride, 
Playful from its bofom {prings, 

To the banks, a ruffled tide 
Verges in fucceflive rings. 


ss XXXVI. 


Tripping through the filken grafs, 
O’er the path-divided dale, 


at 


Mark 


20 DaA Y. 


Mark the rofe-complexion’d lafs__. 


a ee 


With her well-pois’d milking pa} 2 
XXVII. | ee 
Linnets with unnumber'd notes, 7 
And the Cuckow bird with two, 
‘Funing {weet their mellow throats, 
Bid the fetting fun adieu. | 
# 
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CONTE MPLATIST: 


A 


NIGHT PIECE 


Nox erat 
Cum tacet omnis ager, pecndes — volucres. 


a 


HE nurfe of ConTEMPLATION, Night, 


Begins her balmy reign ; 
Advancing in their varied light 
Her filver-vefted train. 


t ; Ni 


14 The CONTEMPLATIST. 


Il. 


*Tis ftrange, the many marfhall’d fears, 
That ride yon facred round, 

Should keep, among their rapid cars, 
A filence fo profound! 


Il. 
A kind, a hilofphic calm, 


The cool creation wears! 
And what Day drank of dewy balm, 
The gentle Night repairs. 


IV. 


Behind their leafy curtains hid 
The feather’d race how ftill! 
How quiet, now, the gamefome kid 
That gambol’d round the hill! 


-V. 
The fweets, that bending o’er their banks, 
From fultry Day declin’d, 
Revive in little velvet 
And fcent the weftern wind. _ 


The Moon, preceded ia the biseze | 
That bade the clouds retire, 


Appears 


The CONTEMPLATIST.. 15 


Appears amongft the tufted trees ~.. 
A Phoewix neft on fire. 


VII. 


But foft—the golden glow fubfides! 
Her chariot mounts on high! ... 

And now, in filent pomp, fhe rides 
Pale regent of the fky! | 


Vil 


Where Time, upon the wither’d tree 
Hath carv’d the moral chair, 

I fit, from bufy paffions free, 
And breathe the placid air. 


IX. 
The wither’d tree was once in prime; 
Its branches brav’d the fky! 


Thus, at the touch of ruthlefS Time, 
Shall Youth and Vigour die. 
. x 
Pm lifted to the blue expanie: 
It glows ferenely gay! _ 
‘Come Science, by my. fide, advance, 
We'll fearch the Milky Way. 


a, ¢ & 


16 The CONTEMPLATIST. 


XI 


Bet us defcend-———The daring fight 
Fatigues my feeble mind ; 

And Science, in the maze ‘of light, 
Is impotent and blind. 


XM. 


What are thofe wild, thofe wand’ring fires, 
That o'er the moorland ran? 

Vapours. How like the vague defires 
That cheat the heart of Man! 


XIH. 


But there’s a friendly a flame, 
That lambent o’er its bed, 

Enlivens, with a gladfome beam, 
The hermit’s ofier fhed. 


XIV. . 
Amoneft the rnffet hades of night 
meng th from afar! ight, 
And ine along the dufk; fo et 
It feems a filver eer 
XV. 


In coverts, (where the few frequent) 
if Vaa rue deigns to dwell; 


Tis 


Tle CONTEMPLATIST. 17 


*Tis thus, the little fais Conrens 


Gives luftre to pik cell, 


6 . 
Dt nce ee a oe ee 
soe XML i cee ui pee 4 
How {mooth that fapid 3 river ‘flides 
Progreffive to the deep 5.” 
The poppies pendant o’er its fides 
Have charm'd the waves. to Agee ree ee 


/XVIL. ee ‘ ee 
PLeAsuRE’s intoxicated four — 
Ye indolent! ye gayt: 5 
Reflect for as the river ced 
Life wings its a may. Sano mee 


os “XVII " rete 
at Tye ES 4 
That eatin t grove cr dufkey green, 
Conceals the azure fky; ~ 
Save, where a ftarry {pace between, 
Relieves the darken’ maine Se oe Te 


Old Error, thus, with hades impure, 


Throws facred Truth behind: 

Yet fometimes, through the deep = | 
She burfts upon. sey mind, - e 
is Bo =X. 
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5 ie ase a 


XX. Fi oP ee aa 
Sleep, and her + filter Silence teipn, 5 
They lock the Shepherds fold ! 
But hark—I hear a lam Thee 
"Tis loft upon. ie ips = 
| XE? ‘a ee 
oo Oe ea ee 


To favage hefds, that hint for prey, Sees 
An unrefifting prize! 
For having trod a devic way, 


The little rambler ¢ dies. | _ - 
PIES Ss ae ge ES 
meen a a oe 

As lucklefs is the Virgin’ Jot ep ee 


Whoin pleafure once mifgui idea, 
When hurried from the halcion cot 
Where se NOC ENCE prelides—— 


ts Via aa ote . 
»” ‘ Wobtce: ites es er i 
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The paffions, a ee tri? he Sogn 
To tear the victim run ; 

She feeks the paths of peace in vain, 
Is conquer’d—and undope. 


cos: ‘ 
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How bright t the little safes blaze; 
Pe willows fhade the Way; ‘ 
: § 


The CONTEMPLATIST. 1g 


As proud as if their painted rays 
Could emulate the Day ! 


XXV. 


"Tis thus, the pygmy fons of pow’: - 
Advance their vain parade ! 
Thus, glitter in the darken’d hour, | 
And like the ae ake fade ! ! 


XXVIL 


The foft ferenity’ of ni 
Ungentle clouds i iar 

The filver hoft that fhone {0 bright, 
Is hid behind a ftorm ! 


XXVIL : 


The angry elements engage ! ee 
And oak, (an ivied bower !) 

Repels the rough winds noify rage, 
And fmucice me from the fhower. 


XXVIIL.- 


The rancour thus of rufhing fate, 
I’ve learned to render vain: 

For whilft integrity’s.her feat, =< 
‘The foul on fit ferene. a 

XXIX, 
Bg 


rr Cage Aa ety ae wane ag ee 


20 The CONTEMPLATIST. 
| XXIX., 


A raven, re fome greedy vault 
Amidft that cloifter’d gloom, 

Bids me, and ‘tis a folemn thought ! 
Reflect upon the tomb, : | 


EX! 


‘Fhe tomb !—the confecrated dome ! 
The temple rais’d to PEXcE ! 

The port, that to its friendly home, 
Compels the human race!” eae et 


~Y 
. r ‘s 
e XXXI. 


Yon village, to the moral mind, 
A folemn afpect wears ; 
Where fleep hath lull’d the labour'd pnd, 
And kill’d his sia CANES 


fon 


*Tis but the reer of the Night ; 
An emblematic bed!.'' |.” 

That offers to the mental fight, 
The temporary dead. : 


XXXIL 


From hence, I'll penetrate, in thought, 
» The-grave’s unmeafur'd deep ; 


—_ 
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And tutor’d, hence, be timely taught, 
To meet my final fleep. 3 


XXXIV. 


"Tis peace—(The little chaos paft !) 
The gentle moon’s reftor’d ! 

A breeze fucceeds the frightful blaft, 
That through the foreft roar’d ! 


XXXV. 


The Nightingale, a welcome gueft ! 
Renews her gentle ftrains ; 

‘And Hope, (juft wand’ring from my breaft) 
Her wonted feat regains. 


XXXVI. 


Yes—When yon lucid orb is dark, 
And darting from on high ;, 

My foul, a more celeftial fpark, 
Shall keep her native fkky.. 


XXXVIL. 


Fann’d by the ghee _— breéze, : 
My limbs refrefhment fi a 
And moral rapfoilies, ‘like’ Heft, 
Give vigour to the mind. 


B 2 | CON- 
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*ER moorlands. aad moyntains, rude, har- 
ren and bare, 
As wilder’d and weary’d I roam, 
A gentle young fhepherdefs fees my defpair, 
And leads me—o’er lawns—to her home. 


Yellow fheafs from rich Ceres her cottage had 
crown’d, 
Green ruthes were ftrew’d on the floor, 


Her Ce {weet woodbines crept wantonly 


und, 
And deck’d the fod feat at her door.” 
mie 
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We fate ourfelves down to: a,cooling repaft : 
Frefh fruits! and fhe cyll’d-me the.beft : 

While thrown from my guard by fome glances * - 


ee ees e caft,; Heer ee - 
Love flily ftole into my breaft ! 


I told my foft wifhes; fhe fweetly reply’d, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine !) 

I’ve rich ones rejected, and great,ones deny’d, 
But take me, fond fépherd—I’m thine. 


OER. 


Her air was fo modeft, her afpect fo meek ! 
So fimple, yet fweet, were her charms! 

I kiff'd the ripe rofes that glow’d on her cheek, 
And lock’d the lov’d maid in my Arms. 


Now jocund together we tend a few fheep, 
' And if, by yon prattler, the ftream, 
Reclin’d.on her bofom, I fink into fleep, 
‘Her image ftill foftens my dream. 


IV. 


Together we range o’er the flow rifing hills, 
Delighted with pgftoral views, 
B 4 Or 
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Or reft on the rock whence the ftreamlet diftils, 
And point out new themes for my mufe. 


To pomp or proud titles fhe ne’er did afpire, 
he damfel’s of humble defcent ; 
The cottager, Pz ace, is well known for her fire, 
And fhepherds have nam’d her Convent. 


WITH 


a 


E T not the hand of Amity be nice! 


Nor the poor tribute from the heart difclaim, 
A trifle fhall become a pledge of price, . = 
Af friendfhip ftamps it with her facred name. . 


I = 


The little rofe that laughs upon its ftem, _ . 
One of the fweets with which the gardens teem, 

In value foars above an eaftern | em, 

If tender’d as the token of efteem: - 


Ii, 


Had I vaft hoards of maffy wealth to fend, 
Such as your merits might'demand—their due! 
Then thould the golden tribute of your'friend 


‘Rival the treafnres of the righ Peruy °°" 
sites keen cele WS ene age ae cee. Se $2 | 
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HALAL IRL DIESE SO 
CORYDON: 


PASTORAL. 
To the Memory of William Shenfione, E{q; 
a2 ae 


O ME, thephérds, we'll follow the hee, 
4 We'll {ee our lov'd Cor yon laid: 
Tho’ forrow may blemith the verfe, 
Yet let a fad tribute be paid. 


They call’d him the pride of the slits os 
‘In footh he was gentle and kind! . 

He mark’d on his elegant ftrain . 
The graces that glow'd i in his mind. 


u | 


On purpote he ‘planted yon trees, es 
hat birds in the covert might dwell ; | 

He cultur’d his thyme for the bees, .. .., é 
But never wou'd rifle their cell, © 


+ - 


CORYDON.—- w 


Ye lambkins that played at his feet, 
Go bleat—and your mafter bemoan ; 
His mufic was artlefs and {weet, 
His manners as mild as your own. 


if. 
No verdure fhall caver the vale, - 
No bloom on the bloffoms appear; 


The fweets of the foreft fhallfail, $8 ~2 
And winter difcolour the year. , | 


No birds in our hedges fhall fing, 
(Our hedges fo vocal before). 

Since he that fhould welcome the fpring, 
Can greet the gay :feafon no more. © 


IV. 


His Puiivis was fond of his praife, 
And poets. came round in a throng; 
They liften’d,——they envy’d his lays, 
But which of them equall’d his fong? 


Ye fhepherds, henceforward be mute,- 
For loft is the paftoral ftrain,; . | 

So give me my Corypon’s flute, 
And thus——let me break it.in twain. 


ot 
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The ROSE and BUTTERFLY. 
4 FABLE. 
A T day’s early dawn a gay Butterfly fpied,: - 


A budding young Rofe, and he:with’d her 
his bride: 


She bluth’d when fhe heard him his paffion declare, 


And tenderly told him—he.need not defpair. 


Their faith was foon plighted; as-lovers will do, 
He {wore to be conftant, fhe vow’d to be true. 


The bloom of a rofe paffes quickly away, 
And the pride of a butterly diesin aday. — 


When wedded, away the wing’d gentleman hies, 
From flow’ret to flow’ret he wantonly flies; 
Nor did he revifit his bride, till the fun | | 
Had lefs than one-fourth of his journey to run. : 


The Rofe thus teproach’d him—‘Already fo-cold! 


Ithad not been prudent to deal with delay, 2 


‘ How feign’d, O you falfeone, that paffion you told! - 


‘’Tis an age fince you left me:’ (She meant a 
’* - few hours, | 
‘But fuch we'll fuppofe the fond language of sa 


r 
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‘ I faw when you gave the bafe vi’let a kifs: 
* How—how could you ftoop to 4 meannefs like 
this ? 

« Shall alow, little wretch, whom we rofes defpife, 
‘ Find favour, Q love !in,my butterfly’s‘eyés 2”: 
“On attulip, quite tawdry, 1 faw your fotid rape, 
* Nor yet could the pitiful primrofe efcape: 

* Dull daffodils too, were with ardour addrefs’d, 

“ And poppies, ill-fcented, you kindly carefg'd.’ : 


(NCCES es ge ee i, Bee 
< That you're: frft;te complain, commend. you, 
any, Gear! in cor os Sa tare 


* And if I’m inconftant, I copy from you: ::. 
’ ’ ? ‘ at fees oan 96 i? ae ee 


‘ Your fweets were made common, falfe rofe, to 
3a fly: Vey fr a. soenry oe 7 7 ; of “ “as a ; a } : i. 

wl r , a+ aw i be ‘ aeor 4, . mt a SR tee ae . . ‘ 
Ves Ty Se ae ee eae ae a 


MoR AL. eres 
a eee : ne Ove eat aos oo eS Saee ; Ch ee ae 
This Jaw. long. 9g0 did Love's. providence make, 
That every coquet fhould be curs’d swith a take. - 
Se aay. Pe eee Oe 
DAMON 


( 30.) 
DAMON and PHEBE. 


HEN 1 the {weet rofey morning ‘firtt peep'd 
' from the fkies, ~ 
A loud finging lark bid the villagers rife, 
The cowflips were lively—the primrofes gay, 
And fhed their beft perfumes: to welcome: the 


May: 
‘The = and their feethearts all rang’d on the 


Did omtge to Phebe—and hail her their 
saa a : 


fee ‘ oS a 
‘ . ts cee Ct ag ed - 4 rt ry “oO ! sa 
f v 2 rary Paes | = * «7 


i — 
, Young D Daron ftep'd forward ie fing | in ber 


And Phebe beftow'd hic 2 ea of bays: 

May this wreath, faid a a one, dear Lord of - 
my vows, 

_ A crown for true merit, ee long on thy brows’ 

The fwains and their fweethearts that datic'd o on 

- thegreen, - 

Approv’d the fond prefent of Phebe their queen. 


IN. . 


DAMON and PHEBE, 31 
‘Mong’ft. lords and fine ladies we fhepherils 


‘+ are told, 
The deareft affections are barter’d for gold; 
That difcord in wedlock is often their lot, 
While Cupid and Hymen thake hands in a cot: 
At = church with fair Phebe fince Damon has 
~4 ,Deeng . oa ee. 
He’s tich‘as a monaréh=—fhe's bleft as. a quéen. ° 
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To F ANUS. 


° 
¢ 

» 

° 


¢ 
“oF 


e 
1 fae rewpye 7 
RE ORS Nea 
} A. 
F a ae 


On the Birt H of the QuEEN. 


Te primum pia thura rogent-—te vota falutent, 
te Colat omni§ Bonos. 
wt oe 


Mart. ad Janum_- 


I, 


T O Janus, gentle fhepherds! raife a thrine: 
His honours be divine! 
And as to mighty Pan with homage bow: 
To him, the virgin troop fhall tribute bring; 
Let him be hail’d like the green-liveried {pring, 


Spite of the wint’ry forms that ftain his brow. 
| | II. 


AHYMN # JANUS. 33 
Tt 
The pride, the glowing pageantry of May, 


Glides wantonly away : 
But January, in his rough {pun veft, 
Boafts the full bleffings that can never fade, 
He that gave birth to theilluftrions maid, 
Whofe a make the Britisa MoNarcu 
bleft! | 3g 


Hl. 
Could the foft {pring with all her funny fhowers, 
The frolic nurfe of flowers! 
Or flaunting fummer, flufh’d in ripen’d pride, 
Could they produce a finifh’d fweet fo rate; 


Or from his golden ftores, a gift fo fair, 
Say, has the fertile Autumn e’er fupply’d? 


IV. 


Henceforward let the hoary month be gay 
| As the white-hawthorn’d May! 

The laughing goddefs of the {pring difown’d, 
Her rofy wreath thall on His brows appear, 
Old Janus as he leads, fhall fill the year, 

And the lefs fruitful Aurumn be dethron’d, 


V. 


Akove the other months fupremely bleft, 
Glad Janus ftands confeft! 
G 
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He can behold with retrofpective face 
The mighty bleffings of the year gone by : 
Where to connect a Monarch’s nuptial.tie, 
Affembled ev’ry glory, ev’ry grace! 


VI. 


When he looks forward on the flatt’ring year, 
The golden hours appear; 
As in the facred reign of Saturn, fair: 
Britain fhall prove from this propitious date, 
Her honours perfect, victories compleat, 
And boaft the brighteft hopes, a BritisH Herr. 


Oe The above little poem was wrote on fuppofition that 
her Majefty’s birth-day was really in the month of January. 
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Ae cae tele he Te TS 
STANZAS 


FORWARDNESS of SPRING. 


—_—sibi, flores, plenis 
Ecce ferunt; nympbe, calathis. - ‘ “Vir. 
‘ER Nature's freth bofom; by verdure 
unbound, 


Bleak Winter blooms lovely as Spring : 
Rich flow’rets (how fragrant!) rife wantonly round, 
And Summer's wing’d chortfteis fing! 
: . i | ae He 7 7 . | Paar 
To > greet the young, teanareh of Britain’s bleft iffe, | 
he groves with gay bloffoms are grac’d! ° 


The primrofe peeps forth with an innocent fmile, 
And cowllips crowd forward in hafte! 


on it 
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Il. 


Difpatch, gentle Flora! the nymphs of your train 
hro’ woodlands to gather each fweet: ~ 
Go—rob, of young rofes, the dew-f{pangl’d pin, 

And ftrew the gay {poils at his feet. 


IV. 


‘Two Hapiets of laurel, in verdure the fame, 
For GeorGe, oh ye virgins, entwine! 
From yet a own temples thefe evergreens 


And thofe’t from the brows of the Nine! 
V. 


What honours, ye Britons! (one éttiblem implies) 
What glory to Gzorce fhall belong! 

What Miltons, (the other) what Addifons nfe 
. Fo make him immortal in tong! 


VI. 
To. wreath of frefh Oak, England’s embiém of 


owr! ~ 
Whofe honours with time hall encreafe! 
Add a fair olive fprig juft unfolding its flow’r, . 
Rid eee Concord and Peace! : . 


A. . VIE. 
a af. 
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VIL. 
Next give him young Myrtles, by Beauties bright 
queen 
Colleéted,—the pride of the ase 


How fragrant their odour! their foliage how green! 
Sweet promife of conjugal Love! 


VHI. 
Let ee _— Lillies, cropt clofe to the 


As trophies oe Conqueft be ty’d 
The virgins all cry, ‘ there’s not one to be found! 
“* Out-bloom’d by his Rofes—they dy’d.” 


IX. 


Ye foes of Old England, fuch fate fhall ye hare ; 
With Georce, as our glories advance— 
Thro’ yr "ll ficken,—you’ll droop,—you'll 


And die like the Lillies of France. 


a> As the forgoing ftanzas have appeared anonymous in 
fome periodical mie ‘tis thonght neceffar to obferve that 
they were originally ao with the Auti ar’s name in an 
Edinburgh Magazine, 1761. 
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On the Approacu of MAY. 


i 


T H E virgin, when foften’d by May, 
' Attends to the villager’s vows , 
The birds f{weetly bill on the {pray, — 

_ And poplars embrace with their boughs, 


On Ida bright Venus may reign, | 
Ador’d for her beauty above! 

We fhepherds that dwell on the plain, 
Hail May as the mother of love. — 


IL 


From the weft as it wantonly blows, 
Fond zephir carefles the vine: 

The bee fteals a kifs from the rofe, 

~ And willows and woodbines entwine: 


The pinks by the rivulet fide, 

_ That border the vernal alcove, 

Bend downward to kifs the foft tide: 
For May is the mother of love. — 


1 
re 


et 


HT. 
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May tinges the butterfly’s wing, 
He flutters ia bridal array! 


And if the wing’d forefters fing, 
Their mufic is taught them by May. - 


The ftock-dove, reclufe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond blifs in the grove, 
And murmuring feems to repeat 
That May is the mother of love. 
Bm ow 
The goddefs will vifit ye foon, « 
Ye virgins be fportive and gay: © : 
Get your pipes, oh ye fhepherds,. in tune, 
For mufic muft welcome the May. | 


“Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 


And all his keen anguifh remove, 
Let him tell her foft-tales, and he’ll find 
That May js the mother of love, 


C4 : PHIL- 
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PHIL LI S: 
A PASTORAL BALLAD. 

| : 
Said,—on the banks by the ftream, 
I I’ve pip’d for the fhepherds too long : 


Oh grant me, ye Mufes, a theme, 
Where glory may brighten my fong! 


But Pan bade me ftick tomy ftrain, 
Nor leffons too lofty rehearfe , 
Ambition befits not a fwain, 
And Puixrtis loves paftoral verfe. - 


HL. 


The rofe, tho! a beautiful red, 
Looks faded to Priitt1s’s bloom: 
And the breeze from the bean-flow’r bed 
To her breath’s but a feeble perfume : 


The dew-drop fo limpid aad gay, 
That loofe on the violet lies, | 

Tho’ brighten’d by Puesus’s ray, 
Wants luftre, compar’d to her eyes. 


PHILLIS: .4 Batra. 


TIL. 


A lilly I pluck’d in full pride, 
Its frefhnefs with her’s to compare ; 
And foolithly thought (till I try’d) 
The flow’ret was equally fair. 


- ‘How, Corypon, could you miftake ? 
Your fault be with forrow confeft, 

You faid the white Swans on the lake 
For foftnefs might rival her breait. 


IV. 


While thus I went on in her praife, 
My Puixuis paft fportive along : 

Ye poets I covet no hays, 
She fmil’d, a—reward for my bog! q 


I find the God Pay’s in the tight, 
No fame’s like the fair ones applaufe! 
And Cupip muft crown with delight 
The — that oo in his caule. 


4 


Tye 


Helter’d from the blight ollie 
S Fatal to the pride of rank, 
See me in my low condition 
Laughing on the tufted bank. 


ot 


On my robes (for emulation) 
No variety’s impreft : 

Suited to an humble ftation, 
Mine’s an unembroider’d veft. 


I 


Modeft tho’ the maids declare me, 
May in her fantaftic train, 

When Pastora deigns to wear me, 
Ha’nt a flow’ret half fo vain. 


The 
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LIRR RII 


Th NARCISSUS, 
I, 


S pendent o’er the limpid ftream 
A I bow’d my {nowey pride, | 
And languifh’d in a fruitlea flame, 

_ For what the fates deny’d; 


‘The fair Pastora chane'd to pafs, 
With fuch an Angel air, 

J faw her in the wat’ry glafs, 
And lowd the rival fair. 


IL: 


Ye fates, no longer let-me pine 

A felf admiring fweet, 
Permit me by your grace divine 
_ To kifs the fair one’s feet : 


That if by chance the gentle maid, 
My fragrance fhould admire, 

I may,—upon her bofom laid, 
In fifter {weets expire. 


_ = 7 PO. 
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RSPR IPMS Ro SONS RAS Ro Me 
PO M ON As: 
A PASTORAL. 


I. 


R O M orchards of ample extent, 
Pomona’s compel’d to depart ; 

And thus, asin anguifh fhe went, 

The Goddefs unburthen’d her heart: 


H. 
“ To flourith where uderty reigns, 
“« Was all my fond wifhes requir’d ; 
“« And here I agreed with the fwains, 
<< To live till their freadom expir'd. 


Hi. 


“¢ Of Iate you have number’d my trees, .. _ 
*¢ And threaten’d to limit my ftore ; 

“ Alas—from fuch maxims as thefe, 
“¢ | fear—that your freedom’s no more, 


IV. 
« My flight will be fatal to-May : 


' #* For how can her gardens be fine ? 
ee | | & The 


eee ns ay ie ae 


POM ON 4ésa. 4% 


24 <¢ The blofloms are doorh’d to decay, 
‘¢ (The bloffoms, I mean, that were mine.) 
‘ V. 
« Rich Autumn remembeis me well : 
“© My fruitage was fair to behold! 
$¢ My pears !—how I ripen’d their {well 
“¢ My pippins !—were pippins of gold ! 


VL 


<< Let Ceres drudge on with her ploughs! 
‘¢ She droops as fhe furrows the foil ; 
<* A nectar I fhake from my boughs, 
“* A nectar that foftens my toil. 


4 VII. 


«¢ When Bacchus began to repine, 
“* With patience I bore his abufe ; 
«* He faid that I plunder’d the vine, ; 
“He faid that I pilfer’d his juice. . 
VIII. 
“<< I know the proud drunkard denies 
‘¢ That trees of my culture fhould grow: 


s¢ But let not the traitor advife ; | 
‘* He comes from the climes of your: foe. 


. IX. 
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IX. 


“ Alas! in your filence I read 
‘¢ The fentence I’m doom’d to deplore : 
‘¢ Tis plain the great Pan has decreed, 
_* My orchard fhall flourifh no more.” 


X. 


The. Goddefs flew off in defpair ; 

As all her fweet honours declin’d : _ 
And PLeNty and PLEasureE declare, 
 ‘They’ll loiter no longer behind. 


SPAIN IORI SMO RMON, 
| e 
F A N C Y: 


'ASONG ina Pantomime Entertainment. 


ANCY leads the fetter’d fenfes | 
: Captives to her fond controul , 
Merit may have rich pretences, | 
But ’tis fancy fires the foul. 
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Il. 


Far beyond the bounds of meaning 
Fancy flies, a fairy queen ! 

Fancy, wit and worth difdaining, 
Gives the prize to HARLEQUIN. 


‘ : JIL 


', If the virgin’s falfe forgive her, 
* .Fancy was your only foe: 


_. * Cupip claims the dart and quiver, 


But ‘tis fancy twangs the bow. 
LORMIEMIDPDIOMHII OKI 
The F OX and the CAT: 
AFABLE 


HE Fox and the Cat, as they travel’d oneday, 
TT With moral difcourfes cut fhorter the way: 
‘’Tisgreat, fays the Fox, to makejufticeour guide! 
‘How godlike is mercy, Grimalkin reply’d.’ 


Whilft thus they proceeded,—a Wolf from 
the wood, | 
‘Impatient of hunger, and thirfting for blood, 
Ruth’d forth—as he faw the dull fhepherd afleep, 
And feiz’d for his {upper @n innocent fheep. 
‘ n 
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In vain, wretch’d victirh, for mercy you bleat, 
When mutton’s at hand, fays the wolf I muft eat. 


Grimalkin’s aftonifh’d,—The Fox ftood ag 
To fee the fell beaft at his bloody repaft. ~ 
‘What a wretch, fays the cat, ’tis the vileft of brutes : 
‘Does he feed upon flefh, when there’s herbage, 
and roots? 


‘ Cries the Fox—-while our oaks give us acorns fo | 


good, - 
© What a tyrant is this to fpill innocent blood 2” 


Well, onward they march’d, and they mora- 
liz’d ftill, 
*Till they came where fome poultry pick’d chaff 
by a mill: 
Sly Reynard furvey’d them with gluttonous eyes, 
And made (fpite of morals) a pullet his prize. 


_ Amoufe too, that chane’d from her covert to ftray, 
The greedy Grimalkin fecur’d as her prey. 


A Spider that fat in her web on the wall, 
Petceiv’d the poor victims, and pity’d their fall ; 
She cry’d---of fuch murders how guiltlefs am I! _ 
So ran to regale on a new taken fly. 


MoRAL. 
The faults of oir reighbours with freedom 
we blame, — ae 
But tax not ourfelves, tho’ we practife the ~ 


Fs 
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The MILLER: 


A BALLAD. 


I. 


N a plain pleafant cottage, conveniently neat, 
With a mill and fome meadows—a freehold 
eftate, | | ) 
A well-meaning miller by labour fupplies, 
Thofe bleffings that grandeur to great ones denies : 


No paffions to plague him,’ no cares to torment 
His conftant companions are health and content ; 
Their lordfhips in lace may remark if they will, 
He’s honeft tho’ daub’d with the duft of his mill. 


it 


Ere the larks early carrols falute the new day 
He {prings from his cottage as jocund as May , 
He chearfully whiftles, regardlefs of care, 

Or fings the laft ballad he bought at the fair : 


While courtiers are toit’d in the cobwebs of ftate, 
Or bribing elections in hopes to be great, 
| P | Ng 
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No fraud, or ambition his bofom does fll, 
Contented he works, if there’s grift for his mill. 


a, Hl. 


On Sunday bedeck’d in his homefpun array, __ 
At church he’s the loudeft, to chaunt or to pray: 
He fits toa dinner of plain Engtith food, 
Tho’ fimple the pudding, his appetite’s good. 


At night, when the prieft and excifeman are gone, 
He quafts at the alehoufe with Roger and Sobn; 
Then reels to his pillow, and dreams of no ill 5 
No monarch more bleft than the man of the mill 


Fowverrorertcrre corto 


The LV. ODE of An As 


CREON imitated. 


Fillets for a virgin’s hair, 
ling fer my fond defign, _ 
What the fields had frefh and fine: 
Cupip,—and I mark’d him well, 
Hid him in a couflip bell, 
While he plum’d a pointed dart, 
Fated to inflame the heart. 


A S 1 wove with wanton care, 
u 


Bea 


ie oe SQ 


/ 


VE 


- Nowy dhe truel tyrant reigns: 


an ODE, 


Glowing with malicious joy, 
Budden 1 fecur'd the boy 
And, regardiefs of his criés, 
Bore the little frighted-prize 


_ Where the mighty goblet ftood, 


"Teeming with a rofy flood. 


Urchin, iA my rage, T crf,” 


“What avails thy faucy pride, 
From thy bufy vengeance free, 
‘Triumph, sew, belongs to me! - 


1 drown thee in thy Cup; 


"Thus——in wine I drink thee up. 


Fatal was the nectar@ draught 
That to murder Love I quaff’d, | 
O’er my bofom’e fond domains, 
On my heart’s soft teader firings, 
Striking with his wanten wings, — 
I'm for ever doom’d to prove 
All the infolence of love. 


LANDSCAPE. 


Rare mibi et irrigui placeant in vallibus amnes. 
ee |  VERG. 


OW that.fummer’s ripen’d. bloomt~ 
“:Frolicks where the winter frown’d 
Stretch’d upotr thefe banks of boom,’ - 
We command the landfcape round, ~ 


il. 


Nature in the profpect yields 
Humble dales, and mountains bold, 
Meadows, woodlands, heaths,—and fields 
Yellow’d o’er with waving gold. 


TIL. 


Goats upon that frowning fteep, 
Fearlefs, with their kidlings broufe! 


Z@LANDSCAPE. 


Here a flock of fhowy fheep! 
There an herd of motly cows! 


WW. 
On the uplands, every: glade - 
Brightens in the blaze of day; _ 


O’er the vales, the fober. fhade 
Softens to an evening grey. 


Vv. 


Where the rill by flow degrees . _ 
Swells into a chryftal pool, 

Shaggy rocks and fhelving trees 
Shoot to keep the waters cool. 


VL: 


Shiver’d by a thunder-ftroke, «ss —| 
From the mountain’s mifty ridge, _ 

O’er the brook a ruin’d oak, 7 
Near the farm-houfe, forms a bridge. 


Vil. 
On her breaft the funny beam 
Glitters in meridian pride; 
Yonder as the virgin ftream 
Haftens to the reftlefs tide -———— . 


: Dz. 
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. Vi 


Where the fhips by wanton gales 
Wafted, o’er the green waves run. 
Sweet to fee their {welling fails 
Whiten’d by the laugugg font! 


High upon the dafied hill, 
ifing from the flope of trees, 
How the wings of yonder mill __ 
Labour in the big byotee\— = 
Cheerful as # fammet's morn 
"(Bouncing from her loaded pad) 


Where the maid prefents her corn, 
~ Smirking, to the miller’s led. © 


O’er the green a feftal throng 

~ Gambois, in fantaftic trint! | 
As the full cart moves along, 
Linnets on the crowded {prays 
Chorus,—and the wogdidarks rife, 


Soaring 
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Soaring with a fong of praife, | 
Till the fweet notes reach the fkiess 


‘Torrents in extended fheeta sti 
Down the cliffs, dividing, break; 

-* Twixt the hills the water. meets, 

Settling in a filver lake ! 


From his languid fiocks, the fwain w 
By the funbeams: fore oppreft, 
Plunging on the wat’ry. plam, 
Plows it with his glowing breaft. 


OEM. 


Where the mantling wiHioves: nod, - 
From the green bank’s flopy fide, 
Patient, with his well-thtown rod 
Many an angler breaks the tide! 
VE 
On the ifles, with ofers dreft.. . one 
Many 2a fair-plum’d halcion breeds! 
Many a wild bird hides Ker neft, 
Cover’d in yon crackling reeds, 


Bs Ts 7 . XVIL 
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XVI. 


Fork-tail’d pratlers as they pafs 
.. To their neftlings in the rock, 
Darting on the liquid glafs, 

Seem to kifs the mimick’d flock. 


XVI. 


Where the ftone Crofs lifts its head, 
_ Many a faint and pilgrim hoar, 

| Up the hills was wont to tread 
Barefoot, in the days of yore. 


‘XIX. 


Guardian of a facred well, 7 
. Arch’d beneath yon reverend fhades, 
‘Whilome, in that fhatter’d cell, 

Many an hermit told his beads. 


KX, 
Sultry iifts furround the heath 
__ Where the Gothic dome appears, 
O’er the trembling groves beneath, 
Tott’ring with a load of years. 
XXI. 


Turn to the contraited {cene, 
Where, beyond thefe heary piles, 


Gay, 


ALANDSCAPE 549 


Gay, upon the rifing greén, 
Many an attic building fmiles! 


| XXII. 


Painted gardens—grots—and groves, 
intermingling fade and light! 

Lengthen’d viftas, green alcoves, 
Join to give the eye delight. 


XXIIF. 
Hamlets—villages, and fpires, 
Scatter’d on the landfcape lie, 


Till the diftant view retires, 
Clofing in an azure fky. 


Se ee ee ae 


To the Hon. Matter B : 


Sent with a feleét Collection of Books. 
T H O’, gentle youth, thy calm ‘untainted . 


mind, 

__ Be like a morning in the fpring, ferene, 
Time may commit the paffions unconfin’d, 
To the rude rigour of-.a: noontide reign, ~ 


” Then, 
4 
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Then, in the morn of placid life be wife, 
And travel thro’ the groves.of {cience foon, 

There cull the plants of virtue that may rife, 
A peaceful fhelter from that fultry noon. 


On feeing W. R. CHETWOOD 
| chearfu] in Prifon. 


I 


AY, lov’d Content—fair goddefs, fay, 
Where fhall I feek thy foft retreat, 
Flow. thall I fing thy-halqion feat, © 

Or trace thy fecret way? 


a: 
Love pointed out a pleafing {cene, 
Where nought but beauty could be found, 
With rofes and with myrtles crown’d, 
tnd: nam'd thee for its.queen. | 
Delufion alt! fpecious cheat! 
At my approach the rofes fade, 
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I found each fragrance quite decay’d, 
And curs'd ths fond deceit, | 


rr i Sc Sc Sc, Sa 


At courts sve try’d where fplendor fhone, 
Where. pornp and gilded cares refide, © 
*Midft endlefs hurry, endlefs pride, 

But there thou waft unknown. 


v 


—— in pie ive’s dreary cell, 
a long experienc’'d 
wie ns fam’d * Cusron of the flage 
The = — to devel, 


| Vi. 


Integrity, and. wiih ference, 
Had eas’d the labours of his breaft, 
And lull’d his peaceful heart to reft 
- >Midft sae and pain. 3 


| VED 


A foul like his, diteob'd of guile, | 
With native innogence 
Above the keeneft rage of fate: 
Can greet her with a fmile, 


* He had been thirty years prompttr at. she Zasdes theatres 
7 ME- 
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M EL O D Y. 
I. 
r Ightfome, as if convey’d by fparrows, 
Love and beauty crofs’d the plains, | 


Flights ef little pointed arrows 
Love difpatch’d among the fwains, 


But fo much our fhepherds dread him, 
(Spoiler of their peace profound) 

Swift as {cudding fawns they fled him, 
Frighted, tho’ they felt no wound, 


| 
Now the wanton God grown flier, 
And for each fond mifchief ripe, 
Comes difguis’d in Pan’s attire, 
Tuning fweet an daten pipe. 


Echo, by the winding river, — 
Doubles his deluding ftrains ; 


While 


~~ 
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While the boy conceals his quiver, 
From the flow returning {wains. _ 


= 


As Palemon, unfufpecting, 
Prais’d the fly mufician’s art ; 

Love, his light difguife rejecting, 
Lodg’d an arrow in his heart. — 


Cupid will inforce your duty, =~ 

Shepherds, and would have you taught, 
-Thofe that timid fly from Beauty, ° - 
May by melody be caught. 


a a a 
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PILE of RUT. N S$. 
Afpice murorum moles, . _— faxal 


nus VITALIS. 
Omnia, tempus edax —— omhia “eo 
ENECA 

-: 


i er N the full profpect yonder hill commands, 
er barren heaths, and cultivated plains ; 5 
The voltage of an ancient abbey ftands, 
Clofe by a ruin’d caftle’s rude remains. 


Il. 


Half buried, there, lie many a broken buft, 
And obelifk, and urn, o’erthrown by Time ; ; 

And many 2 cherub, there, defcends in duft 
From the rent roof, and portico fublisme. 


i. | 


The rivulets, oft frighted at the found 
Of fragments, tumbling from the Tow’rs on high; 
7 Plunge 


Somer ae ee ee 
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Plunge to their fource im fecret caves profound, 
Leaving their banks and pebbly bottoms dry. 


IV. 


Where rev’rend fhrines in Gothic grandeur ftood, 
The nettle, orthe noxious night fhade, fpreads; 
And afhlings, wafted from the neighb’ring wood, 

Thro’ the worn turrets wave their trembling heads. 


V. 
There Henieliin: to the croud unknown, 
er attitude compos’d and afpect {weet ! 


Sits mufing on a monumental ftone, 
And points the MEMENTO at her feet. 


vi 


Soon as fagt ev'ning check’d day’s funn pride, 
I left the mantling fhade, in di ny 

And feated by the maid’s fequefter’d fide, 
Sigh’d, as the mould'ring monuments I view'd. 


Vil, . 


acai calm, with filent pace 
Here Time has pats’ d—What ruin marks his 
way ! 
This, pile now crumbling o’er its hallow’d bafe, 
Turn’d net his fepynor could his courfe delay. 


VI. 


64 tm ELEGY, &. 
VII. 


Religion rais’d her fupplicating eyes 
In vain; and Melody, her fong fublime : 
In vain, Philofophy, with maxims wife, 


Would teach the cold unfeeling heart of Tr IME, 


IX. 


Yet the hoar tyrant, tho’ not mov’d to f{pare, 
Relented when he ftruck its finifh’d pride ; 
And partly the rude ravage to repair, 

The tote’ ring tow’rs with twift’d Ivy nied. 


x. 


How folemn is the cell 0 ‘ergrown with mole, 
That terminates the view, yon cloifter’d way! 

In the crufh’d wall, a time-corroded crofs, 
ae like, ftands mould’ring i in decay! 


ae XL Bes 
| Where the mild Id fan, thro’ pagers a d glafs, 
Ilum’d with yellow: light yon a ifle ; 
Many rapt hours might Meditation oc 
_ Slow moving. "twixt the seal the eile 
XM, 


“And Piety, with myfic aneanig beads, 
Bowing to faints on ev’ry fide inurn ‘d, 


Trod - 


Lee MS les mie A 
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Trod oft the folitary path, that leads _ 
Where, now, the facred altar lies o ‘erturn’d | ! 


XII. 


Thy the grey grove, between: thofe. pinnate 
| trees, 
"Mongft a rude group of monuments, appears 
A marble-imag’d matron on her knees, | 
Half wafted like a aces, in tears ; 


XIV. 


Low level’d j in dis dutt her ‘iednan s laid | t 

Death. pitied not the pride.of youthful bloom > 
Nor could maternal piety diffuade, ° |. . 

Or foften the fell 2 Let of the tomb. 


XV. 


The ‘elicks of a mitred faint tniy 7 elt, 
Where, ‘Mmould’ring in the niche, his ftatue- 
ftands; —- | 
Now namelefs, as the eigad that kifs’d his velt, 
And crav’d the benedi¢tion of his hands. 


Near - brown arch, redoubling vonies ieee 


The bones of an illuftrious Chieftain lie ; 
E As 
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As tracd among the fragments of his tomb, 
The trophies of a broken Fame imply. 
XVIL 

Ah! what avails, thato’er the vaffal pla,“ 
His rights and rich demefnes extended wide ! 
That henour, and her knights, compoe’d hss train, 

“And chivalry ftood marfhal'd by his fide! 
Tho’ to the clouds his caftle feem’d to climb, 
And frown’d defiance on thé defp’rate foe ; 
Tho’ deein’d invineible, the conqueror, Time, 
Level'd the fabric, as the founder, low. 
_ Where the lightlyre gave manya foft’ning found, 


Ravens and rooks, the birds of difcond, dwell ; . 


And where fociety fat {weetly crown’d, 
Eternal folitude has fix’d’ her cellh 
The lizard, and the lazy lurking bat, 
Inhabit now, perhaps, the painted room, 
Where the fage matron and her maidens fat, 
' Sweet-finging at the filver-working loom, 


XXIT, 


fn BLE G Y¥, &. 67 
The traveller’s bewilder’d on a watte ; 
And the rude winds inceffant feem to roar, 


Where, in his groves with arching arbours grac’d, 
_ Young lovers often. figh’d in day$ of yore... 


N 
: ; ors bd a 
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His aqueducts, that led the limpid tide 
To pure canals, a chryftal cool fupply ! 

In the deep dutt their barren beauties hide: 
"Time's — unquenchable, has drajn’d. them. 


5 - ° 
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Tho’ his rich hours in revelry were fpent, 
With Comus, and the laughter-loving crew ; 
And the {weet brow. of beauty, ftill unbent, 
Brighten'd his fleecy moments as they flew.; 
Fieet are the fleecy moments! fly they mutt; 
Not to be ftay’d by mafque, or midnight roar! 


Nor fhall a pulfe amongft that mould’ring duft, 
Beat wanton at the {miles of Beauty more! 


| | XXV. 7 
Can the deep ftatefman, flall’d in great defign, 


‘Protra&t, but for a day, precarious breath? _ 
F2 Or 
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Or the tun’d follower of the facred Nine, 
Sooth, with his melody, infatiate Death ? 


XXVI. 


No—tho’ the palace bar her golden gate,  - 
Or ‘monarchs plant ten thoufand guards around ; 
Unerring, and unfeen, the thaft of fate 
Strikes the devoted victim to the ground ! 


“ XXVIR 
What then avails Ambition’s wide ftreach’d wing, 
The Schoolman’s page, or pride of Beauty’s 
bloom ! 


The crape-clad hermit, and the rich rob’d king 
Level’d, lie mix’d promifcuous in the tomb. 


>? 4'/\\ an 


The Macedonian monarch, wife and good, 
Bade, when the morning’s rofy reign began, 
Courtiers fhould call, asround hiscouch they ftood, 
“ Puivip! remember, thou’rt no more than 

| man, | : 


X XIX. 


“‘ Tho’ glory fpread thy name from pole to pole; 

‘Tho’ thou art merciful, and brave, and jutt ; 
““Puriwip, reflect, thou’rt pofting to the 

‘‘Where mortals mix in undiftinguifh’d du%!” 

7 XXX. 


° 
a 


. 
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OXXK 


So SaxapiN, for arts and armsrenown’d, - 
(Egypt and Syria’s wide domains fubdu’d) 

Returning with imperial triumphs crown’d, 
Sigh’d, when the perifhable pomp he view’d: 


XXXI, 


And as he rode, high in his regal car, 
In all the purple pride of conqueft dreft; 
Confpicuous, o’er the trophies gain’d in war, 
Plac’d, pendent on a fpear, his burial veft : 


AXXIE. 


While thusthe herald cry’d—* This.fon of pow’r, 
‘© This Satapin, to wham the nations bow’d; 
“© May, in the {pace of one revolving hour, 
** Boaft of no other fpoil, but yonder fhroud!”- 


XXXIH. 


Search where Ambition rag’d, with rigour fteel’d’, 
Where Slaughter, like the rapid lightning, ran; 
And fay, while mem’ry weeps the blood-ftain’d 
field | 
Where lies the chief,and where the common man ? 


XXXIV. 


Vain then are pyramids, and motto’d ftones, _ 
And monumental trophies rais’d on high! 
E 3 For 
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For Time confounds them with the crumbling 
bones, 
That mix’d in hafty graves unnotic’d lic. 


XEXV, 


Refts not, beneath the turf, the peafant’s head, 
Soft as the lords, beneath the labour’d tomb? 
Or fleeps one colder, in his clofe clay bed; 
Than t’other, in the wide vault’s dreary womb? 


XXXVL. - 


Hither, let Luxury lead her loofe-rob’d train; 
Here flutter Pripz, on purple-painted wings : 
And, from the moral profpect, learn—how vain 
The with, that fighs-for fublunary things! — 
SEMSAEECEBEAEEAESENEDE ENS BSE 
MmINSCRIPTION 
On the Houfeat Mavis-bank near Edinburgh. 
- Situated in a GROVE. | 
Parva domus! nemerofa quies J 
_ SIS tu, quogne noftris 
Hofpitium, laribus, fubfidiuneque diu! 
‘Poftes tuas, Flora ornet, Pomonaque menfas ! 
Conferat ut varias fernlisbortus opes?! 


— 


gw INS CRIP: TION. 7: 


Et volucres pile cingentes voce canora, 

Retia fola canent que fbi tendit emort.--° 
Floriferi colles, dulces wba feepe recefjus | 
Dent, atque boffatthas gaudia plena mess! 
Concedatque Deus nunguam, vel fero fenefcas, . 
Seroque terrenas experiare vices ! 

Integra reddantur que plus ina facela redant 
Detur, et ut femo pulcbrtor entteas. 


The INSERIPTION imitated — 

: ee ae ee 
EACE has explor'd the filvan feene, 
p She courts yourealm retreat, = 


fe groves of vanegated 
That grace my genial at 


Here, in the lap of lenient cafe, 
(Remote from mad’ning nowfe) — 
Let me delude a length of days, 
 ¥n dear dameftic joyst = ~~ 
Long may the parent queen of flow’rs | 
Her fragrance here difplay! 
‘Long may fhe paint my manthing bow’rs, 
And make my portals gay! | 
| E4 | Nor 
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Nor you—my yellow gardens, fail. 
To fwell Pomona’s hoard! ae 

So fhall the plenteous, ‘rich regale— 
Replenifh, long, my board! 


ee i) 


Pour through the groves your carols clear, 
Ye birds, nor bondage dread: 

If any toils intangle here, 
’T is thofe that love hath fpread. _ 


‘Where the green hill fo gradual flants, 
Or flowry glade extends, 

‘Long may thefe fair, thefe fav’rite haunts, 
Prove focial to my friends! es 


Wy 


May you preferve perpetual bloom, ' 


My happy halcion feat! 
Or if fell time denounce thy doom, 
Far diftant be its date! 


And when he makes, with iron rage, 
Thy youthful pride his’ prey, | 

Long may the honoursof thy age. ‘ 
Be reverénc’d in decay! | | 


( 73 ) 


Another InscriPTion on the fame Houfe. 


Hance in gremio refonantis filve 
4quts, hortis, aviumque garritu 
Ceteri(que ruris bonoribus 
Ondique renidentem villam 
Non mag nificam——non fuperbam, 
At qualem vides, , 
Commodam, mundam, genialem 
Nature parem, focians artem. 
| Sibi, fuifque 
Ad vitam placide, 
Et tranquille agendum 
Defignavit, inftruxitque. 
D. i CS. 


. . : - 
IMITATED. 


L 
I N the deep bofom of my grove 


A {weet recefs furvey! 
Where birds, with elegies of love, 
Make vocal every fpray. ; 
A filvan {pot, with woods-—with waters crown’d,— 
With all the rural honours blooming round! 


ii. 
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i. 


Fhis:little, but commrodious feat, 
(Where nature weds with art) 
Wot to the eve fuperbly great, 
Its beauties charm the HEART. | 
Here, may the happy founder and his rack, - 
Pafs. their full days in harmony and are. _ 


inobicterdehsindinall 
DELIA: A PastoraL, 
I 
‘Ty HE gentle fran with graceful pride 
Her glofly plumage laves, 

And failing down the filver tide, 

Divides the whifp'ring waves. 
Fhe filver tide, that wand’ ring flows, 

Sweet to the bird muft be! 
But not fo fweet—blyth Cupid knows, 

As Dreta is to me. 


i 


A parent bird in plaintive mood, 
. On yonder frust-tree fung, 
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And ftill the pendent neft fhe view’d, 
That held her callow young: 


Dear to the mother’s flutt’ring heart, 

The genial brood mutt be: 
But not fo.dear (the thoufandth a Sa 
As Deira is to me. 


yi. 


The rofes that my — hiacandl 
Were natives of the dale: 

Scarce pluck’d, and in a garland bound, 
Before their fweets grew pale | a” x 


My vital bloom would thus be — —— 
If Juckiéfs torn from thee ; . 
for what the root is to the rofe, 
My Dewis 3 is to me. 


Two doves I found like new-fall’n fhow, 
So white the beauteous pair ! 

The birds to Dexia Pil beftow, 
They’re like her bofom fair! 


When, in their chafte connubial love, 
My fecret with fhe’ll fee ; 

Such mutual blifs as turtles prove, 
May Deura fhare with me! 


Th 


( 76° } 
MOM RRO RED 
The Sheep and the Bramble-Bufh: 


AFABLE. 


Thick-twifted brake in the time of a ftorm» 
Seem’d kindly to cover a fheep: 
So {nug, for a while, he lay fhelter’d and warm, 
It quietly footh’d him afleep. 


The clouds are now {catter’>d—the winds are at 


peace 
The fheep’s s to his pafture inclin’ d; 
But ah! the fell thicket lays hold of his fleece, 
His coat is left forfeit behind. 


My friend, who the thicket of law never try’d, 
Confider before you get in; 

Tho’ judgment and fentence are paft on your fide, 
By Jove, you’ll be fleec’d to your fkin. 


MA Y- 


> aw 


MAY-EVE: Or, 


KATE of ABERDEEN. 


AL 


T HIE fiver moon’s enamour’d beam 
Steals foftly through the night, 
To wanton with the winding ftream, 


And kifs reflected light. 


To beds of ftate go balmy fleep, 
(Tis where you have feldom been) 

May’s vigil whilft the fhepherds keep 
With Kare of Aberdeen. 


i. 


Upon the green the virgins wait, 
In rofy chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbar her golden gate, 
And give the promis’d May. 
Methinks I hear the maids declare, 

The promis’d May, . when feen, 
Not half fo fragrant, half fo fair, 
As Kats of Aberdeen. 


78 MAY-EVE, 


SS All, 
Strike up the tabor’s boldeft notes, 
We'll roufe the nodding grove; 
The nefted birds fhall raife their throats, 
And hail the maid 1 love: | 


And fee-—the matin lark miftakes, 
He quits the tufted green : 

Fond bird! ’tis not the morning breaks, 
’Tis Kats of Aberdeen. 


Now lightfome o’er the level mead, 
Where midnight Fairies rove, 

Like them, the jocund dance we'll lead, | 
Or tune the-teed to love. 


For fee the rofy May draws nigh: 
She claims a virgin queen ; 

And hark the happy fhepherds cry 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


{$66- aihincl 


The SYCAMORE SHADE: 
A BALLAD © 


I. 
She day as I fate in the Sanaa Shade, 
| Young Damon came whiftling along, 
I trembled—lI blufh’d—a poor innocent maid! 
And my heart caper’d up to my tongue. a 
ay 
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Silly heart, Icry’d, fiet What a flutter is here’ 
Young Damon defigns you no ill, 
“The fhepherd’s fo civil you’ve nothing to fear, 
. Then prythee, fond urchin, lie fill. — 


iL 


Siy Damon drew near, ard knelt down at my fect, 
‘One kifs he demanded—No more! 

But urg’d the foft preflure with ardour fo fweet, 
I could not-begrudge lim a foore. 


My lambkins I’ve kifs’d, and no change everfound, 
Many times as we play'd on the hill: 

But Damon’sdear lips made my heart gallop round, 
Nor would the fond urchin lie fill 

‘When the fun blazes fierce, to the Sycamore Shade 
For fhelter, I'm fure to repair, = - | 

And, virgins, in faith fm no longer afraid, 
Altho’ the dear fhepherd be there. - 

Atev’ry fond kifs that with freedom he takes, 

| My heart may rebound éf it will, 


There’s fomething fo {weet in the buftle it makes, 
Pll die ere] bid ft lie fill. | 


ee ees ‘Tie 
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idea ba bt bit b> 


The XXXII. ODE of Awna- 


CREON imitated. 
To the SWALLOW. 


OON as fummer glad the fky, 
SB Hither, gentle bird, you fly ; 
And with oe funfhine bleft, 
Build your pretty plafter’d neft. 


When the feafons ceafe to {mile, 
(Wing’d for Memphis or the Nile) 
Charming bird, you difappear. 
Till the kind fucceeding year. 


Like the Swallow, Love, depart! 
Refpite for a while my heart. 


No, he’ll never leave his neft, 
Tyrant tenant of my breaft Th 
ere 
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There a thoufand Wisues try 
On their callow wings to fly ; 
‘There you may a thoufand tell, 
Pertly.peeping through the fhell : 
In a {tate unfinifh’d, rife 
Thoufands of a fmaller fize. 


Till their noify chirpings ceafe, 
Never fhall my heart have peace. 


Feather’d ones the younglings feed, «| 
‘Till mature they’re fit to breed; ee 
Then, to {well the crowded ftore, °.  * 
‘They produce their thoufands more: © 
Nor can mighty numbers.count = 4’ 
In my breaft their vaft amount. 


. . ’ ‘ : 
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REREAD, 


LOVE and CHASTITY: 
A C A N T A T A 
Rete RE: | 


Rom ‘the high mount*, whence facred tas 
FE depend, | 

Diana and her virgia troop defcend ; 

And while the bufkin’d maids with ative: care, 
The bufinefs of the daily chace.prepare:. 

A favourite nymph fteps forward from the throng, 
And thus, exulting, {wells the jovial fong. 


A rR. 
Jolly Heattu {prings aloft at the loud founding 
horn 


Unlock’d from foff SLumBer’s embrace ; 
And Joy fings an hymn te falute the {weet morn, 
That fiiles on the nymphs of the chace. 
The rage of fell Cupid no bofom prophanes, 
No rancour difturbs our delight, 
~All the day with frefh Vicour we fweep o’er the 
plains ; 
_ And fleep with CONTENTMENT all I night, 
ir 


* Mount Latmos. 


LOVE od CHASTITY. 83 
Recir. 


Their clamour rous’d the flighted god of love : 
He flies, indignant, to the facred grove : 
Immortal myrtles wreathe his golden hair, 

His rofy wings perfume the wanton air ; 
‘Two quivers fill’d with darts his fell defigns 

| declare. 
A crimfon bluth o’er {preads fair Dian’s face, 

A frown fucceeds—She ftops the {pringing chace, ¢ 
_ Aind thus, forbids the boy the commented ola 


ATR, 


‘Fond difturber of the heart, 
From thefe halcion fhades depart : 
Here’s a blooming troop difdains 
Love, and his fantaftic chains. 
Sifters of the filver bow, _ 

Pure and chafte as virgin fnow, 
Melt not at thy feeble fires, 
Wanton god of wild defires ! 


Recrir. 


Rage and.revenge divide Love's little bresiit, : 
Whilft thus the angry goddefs he addreft: 


A dR. 
Virgin fnow does oft remain 


Long unmelted on the plain, 
: F2 . Till 


ee a Oe ee i 
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Till the glorious god: of day - 
Smiles, and waftes its pride away. 


What is Sol’s meridian fire 

To the darts of ftrong defire: 

Love can. light a raging fame 
Hotter than jhis noontide beam... | 


“yt ROB GacT. 


Now, through the forreft’s brown-embower’d 
ways, 

With aries fteps the young Endimion ftrays : 
His form erect !—loofe flows his lovely hair, 
His glowing cheek, like youthful Hebe’s, fair! © 
His graceful limbs with eafe and vigour move, 
His eyes—his ev’ry feature form’d for love: . 
Around the lift’ning woods attentive. hung, 
While thus, invoking fleep, the fhepherd fung : 


AT R. 


Where the pebbled ftreamlet glides 
Near the wood-‘nymph’s ruftic grot, 

If the god of fleep refides, 

_ Orin Pan’s fequefter’d cot ; 

Heither if he’ll lightly tread, 
Follow’d by a gentle dream, — 

We'll erjoy this grafly bed, | 
On. the bank befide the ftreame.. ie 


ee 
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Recut. 


As on the painted turf the fhepherd lies, — 
Sleep’s downy curtain fhades his lovely eyes , 
And now a fporting breeze his bofom fhews 
As marble fmooth, and white as Alpine fhows: 
The Goddefs gaz’d, in magic foftnefs bound ; 
Her filver bow falls ufelefs to the ground! _ 
Love laugh’d, and fure‘of conqueft, wing’d a dart 
Unerring, to her undefendedheart. 

She feels in every vein the fatal fre, ....-. ~ 
And thus perfwades her virgins to retire : 


AW Re, 
4 
Ye tender maids be timely wife; 
Love’s wanton fury fhun! - 
In flight alone your fafety lies, 
The daring are undone! © 


Do blue-ey’d doves, ferenely mild, 
With vultures fell engage!" 

Do lambs provoke the lion wald, 
Or tempt the tyger’s rage! 


TL. 


No, no, like fawns, ye virgins fly, 
To fecret cells remove, 
Nor dare the doubtful combat try 
*Twixt Cuastity andLove. - 
F 3 DAMON 


DAMON ad PHILLIS: 
A PASTORAL DraLocueE. 
Donec gratus eram, &&c.- 7 a : > Hor. 
Damon, 

HEN Phillis. was faithful, and fond as 
| fhe’s fair, pe cw 
I twifted young rofes. in wreaths for my. hair: 
But ah! the fad willow’s a fhade for my brows, 


For Phillis no longer remembers her vows! 
To the groves with young Collin the fhepherdefs 


flies, 
While Damon difturps the ftill plains-with his fighs, - 
bogenie ey 


Bethink thee, falfe Damon, before you upbraid, . 
“When Pheebe’s fair lambkin had yefterday ftray?d, 
Thro’ _ woodlands you wander’d, poor Phillis 
| | orgot ! ee ca a a8 

_ And drove the gay rambler quite home to her.cot; 
A fwarin fo deceitful no-damfel can prize, =. 
Tis Phoebe, not Phillis, ‘lays claim to your figks. 


é Damon. 


DAMON and PHILLIS. 87 
Da Man. 


. Like fummer’s full feafon: young Phoebe is kind, 
Her manners are graceful, untainted her mind! 
The fweets.of contentment her cottage adora, - 
She’s fair as the rofe-bud, and frefh as the morn! 
She {miles like Pomona. —Thefe {miles I'd refign, 
Tf Phillis were faithful, and deign’d to be mine. 


Pururis, 


On the tabor young Colfin fo prettily seit 
He fings me fweet fonnets, and writes in my praife! 
He chofe me histsue-love lat Valentine’s day, 
When birds fat like bridegrooms all pair’d on 

the {pray ; 
Yet I'd a the gay thepherd far, far from my 
mind, 


If Damon, the rover, were conftant and kind. 
Dia Mt © N, 
Fine folk, my fweetPhillis, may revel and range, 
But fleeting's the pleafurethat’s founded on change! 
In the villager’s cottage fuch conftancy, {prings, 


That peafants with pity may look down on kings. 
To the rg then let’ t’s haften, our tranfports to 


And Damon will aloraye prove ith aud kind. 
FP, | ‘Pains 


88 DAMON and PHILLIS. 
PHILLIS. 
To the church then let’s haften, our tranfports . 


to bind, 
And Phillis will always prove faithful and kind. 


JEON JEWS RE ORK MOM, 


F oO. R . T ‘U NE: 
An APOLOGUE 
| Paul narratur,. 


a 
- e ° 
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OVE and his fenators,’ in fage in 
For Man’s felicity, were fettling laws, 
When’ a:rade roar-that fhook the facred gate, ~ 
Beas a attention to enquire the; caufe:: 


7 2 
a - 2 ai” ae 
Pecan: : Th near ? i cS oer 


A baie -ear'd eee the loudeft of his race! | 
Jn thé: rough ‘garniture of grief array’d; 
Came brawling to the high imperial place, 
» Let me have Juftice, Juyrrer!—he bray’d. 


HI. 
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FORTUNE, 89 
Il. 


I am an als, of innocence allow’d_ 

‘¢ The type, yet For rune perfecutes me s ftill 

Whilft foxes, wolves, and all the murd’ting 
crowd, 

“ Beneath her patronage c: can, rob and kill. 


IV. 


The pamper d horfe, (he never toil’d fo hard!) 
‘¢ Favour and friendfhip from his owner finds: 
For endlefs diligence,—(a rough reward !) 
‘© I’m cudgel’d by'a race of paltry hinds. 


On wretched provender compel’d to feed! 

“The rugged pavements ev'ry night my bed t- 

For me; dame Forrune never ‘yet decteed, 

a th gracious comforts of a well-thatch’ d | 
_ 


Vi. 
Rough and unfeemly’s my irreverent hide! 


“© Where can J vifit—thus uncouthly dreft ? 
That outfide elegarice the dame deny’d, 


- & noe Which her bo rites are too oer carefe'd 7 


VIL 


go FORTUNE. 


Vil. 


“ To fuff’ring virtue, facred Jove, be kind! 
' © From Fortune's tyranny pronounce m 
free! | 
‘¢ She’s a deceiver, if fhe fays the’s blind, 
“* She fees, propitioufly fees all———but me.”’ 


VHi. 


The plaintiff cou’d articulate no more: 
His bofom heav’d a moft tremendous groan! 
The race of long-ear’d wretches jojn’d the rear, 
Till Jove feem’d tott’ring gn his high-built 

throne. : . 


1X, 


The Monarch with an all-commandiag Sound, 
Bcegen'd like thunder through the rounds of 


pace) ee a 
Gave order, that dame Fortune fhould befound, 
To anfwer, as fhe might, the plaintiff’s cafe, 


X. 


Soldiers, and citizens, a {eemly train! © 
And lawyers and phyficians, fought her cell; : 
With many a {choolman—But their fearch wasvain ; 
Few can the refidence of Fortune tell. 


XT, 


FORTUNE. gt 


XE. 


Where the wretch Avarice was wont to hide 
His gold, his emeralds, and rubies rare; 
*T'was rumour’d that dame Fortune did refide, 

And Jove’s.ambaffadors were pofted there. 


XII. | 
Meagre and wan, in tatter’d garments dreft, 
. A feeble porter at the gate they found: 
Doubled with wretchednefs—with age diftreft, 
And on his wrinkled forehead Famine frown’d. 


| HHL | 
Mortals avaunt, the trembling fpectre cries, = 
" "Ere you anvade thefe facred haunts, -beware!. 


“ To guard Lord Avarice from rude furprize, 
“ J am the centinel+-my name is Care. 


Poe ee.“ ) Sie a —e 
8 Doubts, : Difappointments, Anarchy of. Mind, 
“© ‘Thefe are the foldiers that furround his hail - 
“© And every Fury that can lath mankind, 
“* Rage, Rancour and ‘Revenge attend his call. 
| XW. ee | 
5 Fortune's gone forth, you feck a wand’ring’ 
ie SOMME. 2 Oi ee eee 4 
“< A fettled refidence the harlot {corns : 
. | 7 ; “¢ Curfe 
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‘¢ Curfe on fuch vifitants,. fhe never came, 
‘* But with a cruel hand fhe fcatter’d thorns ! 


| XVI. 
*¢ Tothegreen vale, yon fhelt’ring hills furround, 

_ “ Go forward, you'll arrive at Wi/doms cell : 
& Would you be taught where FortuNz may 


be found, _ 
* None can direct your airxious fearch fo well.”’ 


XVI 


Forward they went, o’er many a dreary {pot : 
(Rough was the road, as if untrod before) 

‘Till from the cafement of a-low-roof’d cot ' 

| Wifdom perceiv’d them and unbarr’¢ her door. 


-XVOr 


Wifdom, (fhe knew of Foxtone but the name). 
Gave to their queftions a ferene reply : 

¢¢ Hither, the faid, if e’er that goddefs came... 
* I faw her not—he pafs’d unnotic’d by" ° 


XIX. 


“© Abroad with Contemplation oft I roam, 
_* And leave to Poverty my humble cell : 
‘¢ She’s my doimeftic, never ftirs from home, | 
" & Jf Fortune has been here, ’tis the can tell, 
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‘¢ The Matron eyes us from yon mantling fhade, 
‘¢ And fee her fober footfteps this way bent! 
‘* Mark by her fide a little rofe-lip’d maid, | 
*<*Tis my young daughter, and her name’s 
Content.” 


| XX. 


As Poverty advanc’d with lenient grace, 

“ Fortune, fhe cry’d hath never yet been here: 
‘< But Hope, a gentle neighbour of this place, 

‘«¢ Tells me, her Highnefsmay, in time, appear. 
Felicity, nodoubt, adorns their lot, = 

“On whom her golden bounty beams divine! 


<< Yet tho’ fhe never reach our ruftic cot, © 
** Patience will vifit us—we fhan’t repine.”. 
| XXII | 
After a vaft (but unavailing) round, 
The meffengers returning in difpair ; 
On an high hill a fairy manfion found, “~ 
_ And hop’d the goddefs, Fortune, might be 
there. 
_ XXIV, 


- 


9+ FOR T.UNE. 


XXIV. 


The dome, fo glittering, it amaz’d the fight, 
(’T was adamant, with gems encrufted o’er) 

' Had not a cafement to admit the light, 

Nor could Jove’s deputies defcry the door. 


XXV. 


But eager to conclude a tedious chace, 

And anxious to return from whence they. came, . 
Thrice thy invok’d the Genius of the place :_ | 
"Thrice utter’d awfully, Jove’s facred name. 


XXVI. 
As Echo from the hill announe’d high Jove, 
Illufion and her-fairy dome withdrew ; - 


(Like the light mift by early funbeams drove) 
And Fortune ftood reveal’d to public view, 


XXVI. 


Oft for that happinefs high courts deny’d, 
To this receptacle dame Fortune ran : 
When harrafs’d, it was here fhe us’d to hide, 
From the wild {uit of .difcontented AZan. 


XXVI. 
..Proftrate, the deligates their charge declare, 


(Elappy the courtier that falutes her feet !)] 
For- 


FORTUNE. 95 


Fortune receiv’d them with a flatt’ring air, 
And joyn’d them till they reach’d Jove’s judg- 
' ment feat, p .® 


XXIX. 


Men of all ranks at that illuftrious place 
Were gather’d ; tho’ from diffrent motives © 
keen : 
Many—to fee dame For tune’s radiant face, 
Many—by radiant Fortuns to be fen. 


XX. 


Jove fmil’d, as ona fav’rite he efteems, 
He gave her, near his own, a golden feat : 
Fair FortTune’s an adventurer, it feems, 
The deities themfelves are glad to greet. 


XXX. 


“© Daughter, at kas you're fore accus’d! 
‘© Clamour inceflantly reviles your name ! 

‘¢ If, by the rancour of that wretch abus’d, ' 
‘© Be confident, and vindicate your fame. 


‘¢ Tho’ pefter’d daily with complaints from Maa, 
“« Through this conviction I record them not ; 

s* Let my kind providence do all it:can,- = 
46 None of that fpecies ever lik'd‘his lot. _ 
a XXXII. 
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‘¢ But the poor quadrupede that now appeals ¢ 
*¢ Can wanton cruelty the weak purfue ! 
“ Large is the catalogue of woes he feels, 
‘© And all his wretchednefs he lays to you.”” 


XXXIV. 


“ Afk him—high Jurirzer—treply’d the dame, — 
‘© In what he has excell’d his long-ear’d clafs ? 
“Is Fortune (a divinity) to blame 
‘© That the defcends not to regard—an Afs ?” 


XXXV. 


Fame enter'd in her rolls the fage reply; 
The dame,defendant, wasdifcharg’d with grace! 
Go—(to the plaintiff, faid the Sire) and try 


By merit to furmount your low-born race. | 
Learn from the Lion to be juft and brave, — | 
Take from the Elipbant inftruction wife ; 7 
With gracious breeding like the Hor/e behave, ( 
Nor the fagacity of Hounds defpite. 
as XXXVIL 
_” "Thefe ufefal qualities with care imbibe, =~ | 
For which the quadrupedes are juftly pri2’d: — | 
= At- 
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Attain thofe talents that adorn each tnbe, 
And you’ll no longer be a wretch defpis’d. 


SOI IIE IIE II IR IKI HI RI IEE I HK ES 


BALLADS, o&. 
The WARNING. 
I 
OUNG Coliti once court’d Myrtilla the 


' prude, 
Ifhe figh’d or look’d tender, fhe cry’d he was rude ; 
Tho’ he = d, with devotion, fome eafe for his 


pain 
The fhepherd got nothing but frowns and difdain. 
Fatigu’d with her folly, his {uit he gave o’er, 
And vow’d that no female fhould fetter him more. 


I. 


He ftrove with all caution to {cape from the net, 
~ But Chloe foon caught him,—a finifh’d coquet! ' 
She glanc’d to his glances, fhe figh’d to his fighs, 
And flatter’d his hopes—in the language of eyes. 

G las 
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Alas for poor Colin! when put to the teft, 

Himfelf and his paffion prov’d both but her jeft. 
| III. 


By the critical third he was fix’d im the fnare , 
By Fanny,—gay, young, unaffected, and fair ! 
When fhe found he had merit, and love took his 


| . part 

She dally’d no longer—but yielded her heart. 
With joy they fubmitted to Hymen’s decree, 
And now ate as happy—as happy can be. 


IV. 
As the rofebud of beauty foon fickens and fades, . 
The prude and coquet are two flighted old maids, 
Now their fweets are all waifted,—too late they 
repent 
For tranfports untafted, for moments mifpent ! 


Ye virgins take warning, improve by my plan, 
And fix the fond youth when you prudently can, 


if 


AMPH. 
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AMPHITRION.. 


RecitvaTivVeE, 


Mpuirrion and his bride, a godlike pair! 

He brave as Mars, and fhe as Venus fair ; 
On thrones of gold in purple triumph plac’d, 
With matchlefs fplendour held the nuptial feat : 
Whilft the high roof with loud appleufes rung, 
Enraptur’d, thus, the happy hero fung : 


AIR. 


_ ‘Was mighty Jove defcending, 
In all his wrath divine, 
Enrag’d at my pretending 
Ta call this charmer mine ; 
His thafts-of bolted thunder. 
With boldnefs I'd deride : 
Not heav’n itfelf can funder 
The hearts that love has ty’d. 


f : 


J Reerws, 
The Thunderer fieard,-he loolt’d: with ver- 
geance down, 


Till beauty’s glance difarm’d his awful frown. 
G2 The 
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The magic impulfe of Alcmena’s eyes 

Compel’d the conquer’d god to quit his fkies; 
He feign’d the hufband’s form, poffefs’d her charms, 
And punifh’d nis prefumption in HER arms, 


ATR, 


He deferves fublimeft. pleafure, . 
_ _ Who reveals it not, when won. 
Beauty’s like the mifer’s treafure: 
Boaft it—and the fool’s undone! 


Learn by this, unguarded lover, _ | 

When your fecret fighs prevail, . % 
Not to let your tongue difcover 

Raptures that it fhou’d conceal. 


RMERERELOA AE IE ee eee 
KITTY FELL, 
ee eee . | 


HE courtly bard, in verfe fublime, 
May praife the toafted Belle; ‘ 
4A country maid (in carelefs rhyme) 


Ifing—my Kitty Fell! _-. 
SAP gt Coe i ee a oe 
nee I. 


— 


BALLADS, -&& 01 
a Th 


When larks forfake the flow’ ry am _ 
And Love’s {weet numbers fwell, 

My pipe fhall join their morning ftrainy $e 3 
In praife of Kitty Fell. 


Il. 2 eek 


Where woodbines twitt their fragrant thade, 
And noontide beams repel, | 

I'll reft me on the tufted mead, an 
And fing of Kitty Fell. 


WV. 


When aati danve among the boughs | 
‘That lodge fweet Philomel,  - - 

Ill pour, with her; my tuneful. mow 
_ And pant for Kitty Fell... 


V. 


The pale-faced pedantiburns his books ; 
The fage forfakes his cell: 

The foldier. fmooths his martial oo 7 
And ad fighs f ies ay Fell. | ad 


Vi 
Were mine, ye great, your envy’d 6s, 


_ In gilded courts to dwell, 
G 3 I’d 


it ileal Fo Pate as Pp see oe 
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I'd leave them for a lonely cot 
With Love and meee Fell. 


sense sre Pat ett 
A M A = *. my M , N D. 


(Wr at the Rip ”_ 4 Lay é 
1. 
INCE wedlock’s in vogue, and tale virgins | 


' 


-aelpiaid, - 
To all batchelors erecting, -Ahefe lines ate premis’d, 
I’m amaid that would marry, byt where. fhall — 
(I wifh for no fortune) # maa. to my mind ? 2 


II; 
Not the fais-weather: fap, fond of, — 


lace ; | es | 
Not the (quire, that can wake to no joys but the é 
chace ; : 
N ot the free-thinking rake, oe no ae can 
ind: 
Neither this—that-—-nor t ‘other’ s the man to ibe 
mind, Os Ge : Oops cack ane 


il. 
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Ii. 
- Not the ruby-faced fot, that topes world with- 
out end; 
Not the drone, that © can’t relifh his bottle and 
- friend, 
Not the fool, ‘that’s too ek: nor the churl that’ s 
unkind: 
Neither this—that—nor t ‘other’ S the | maw to my 
mind. 


; al ~ 
IVs te ae ee mee 
oo | 
Not the wretch with full ne without bred. 
ing or merit; 

Not the Flath, that’s all futy without any: ‘fpirit 5. 
Not the fine mafter Fribble, the feorn of mankind! 
Neither this—that~—nor::t’other's the man to my 


sy 


mind. 
But the youth in whom merit and’ fenfe may 
con{pire, 
Whom the brave muft efteem, and the fair fhoyld 
admire; 
In whofe heart love and truth are with honour 
combin’d: 


This—this—and no other’s the man to: my 1 ‘mind. 


ge” 2 The 


( 104g ) 
SNS OR SSS AO 
The TOA S T: A Ca Tc “, 


G IVE rHEe TOAST; my good fellow, be 
jovial and gay, 
And let the brifk moments pafs jocund away! 
~ Her#’s tHe Kin c—take your bumpers, my 
| brave Britifh fouls, 
Who guards your fair fteedém fliould crown your 
full bowls. 
Ler nim tive—long’ and hapay;s fee: Lewis 
brought down, =. 
And tafte all the comforts, no cares, of a-‘crown. 


[MIP CIDEIDONIEIICND) 
T H YR’ S I S. 


; 1 
T H E aad foreft feem’d to nod, 
_._ In drowfy fettérs bound ; 


And fairy elves in circles trod 
The daify-painted ground: 


When 
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When Thyrfis fought the confcious grove, 
Of flighted vows to tell, | 

And thus (to footh neglected bore) 
Invok’d fad Philomel. 


If. 


‘¢ The ftars their filver radiance fhed, 
‘¢ And filence charms the plain, 
But where’s my Philomela fled, 

“ To fing her nightly ftrain ? 


4 


a 


¢ 


ww 


Hither, ah gentle bird, in hafte 
Direct thy hov’ Ting wing : 

The vernal green’s a dreary watte, 
“© Till you vouchfafe to fing. 


In. 


Sé thrilling {weet thy numbers flow, - 
« (Thy warbling fong diftreft!) | 
The tear that tells the lover’s woe 

‘¢ Falls cold upon my breaft. 


¢ 


w“~ 


é 


wn 


¢ 


“a 


A 
a 


To hear fad Philomel complain, 

“© Will foften my defpair; 

Then quickly fwell the melting ftrain, 
“¢ And footh a lover’s care.’ 


W. 
Give up all hopes, unhappy fvaio, 
bis iat lage Py "d, 


w 
“ 


For 
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For what can conftancy obtain 
From unrelenting pride? 


The fhepherd droop’d——the tyrant death 
Had feiz’d his trembling frame 


He bow’d, and with departing breath, 
Pronounc’d Zaphira’s name. 


WP Kee P Krew l Keer P Koo? Cah Lew? 
HOLYDAY GOWN. 
4, 


N holyday gown, and my newfangled hat, 

I Laft Monday I tript to the fair: 

1 held up my head, and I'll tell you for what, 
Brifk Roger I guefs’d wou’d be there. 


He woos me to marry whenever we meet, 
There’s honey fure dwells on his tongue! © 

He hugs me fo clofe, and he kiffes fo {weet, 
P’'d wed—if I were not too young. 


eit | 
Fond Sue, Pll afffure you, laid hold on the boy, 
(The vixen wou’d fain be his bride) 


Some token fhe claijm’d, either ribbon or toy, 
And {wore that fhe’d not be deny’d. 


. A 
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A topknot he bought her, and garters of green, 
Pert Sufan was cruelly ftung; ~ 

_ ‘I hate her fo much, that to kill her with fpleen, 
I'd wed—if I were not too young. . : 


HI. 


He whifper’d fuch foft pretty things in mine ear! 
He flatter’d, he promis’d, and fwore! 

Such trinkets he gave-me,. fuch laces and geer, 
That truft me,———-my pockets ran o'er. 


Some ballads he bought me, the beft he could find, 
And {weetly their burthen he fung: |’ ” 

Good faith he’s fo handfome, fo witty, | ‘and kind, 
I'd wed—if F were not too young: ° 


IV. 


The fun was ju Naa "twas fine torretire; 
(Our cottage was diftant 4 mile)’ se 

I rofe to be gone—Roger bow’d ike, (quire, 
And handed me over the ttile. 


His arms he threw round fewtiogs laugh in ie 
eye; 
He led me the meadows among, pee 


There preft me fo clofe, I agreed, with a + fgh, 
To wed——for I was not too young. 


The 
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SETTER eo ioe ae to oe 
The HAWTHORN BOWER. 
| ai 
ALEMON, in the hawthorn bower, — 
Pp With fond impatience lay; 


He counted every anxious hour 
That ftretch’d the tedious day. 


The rofy dawn, Paftora nam’d, 

_ And vow’d that fhe’d be kind ; 

But ah! the fetting fun proclaim’d 
That woman’s vows are—wind. 


The fickle fex, the boy defy’d; . 
d fwore, in terms ope (Pao 
That Beauty in her brighteft pride 
Might fuetohiminvain,- «| | 
When Delia from the neighb’ring glade 
Appear’d in all her charms, | on tee 
Fach angry vow Palemon made — pe 
Was loft in Delia’s arms. .. = 


IW aes 


The lovers had not long reclin’d 
_ Before Paftora came: 


Incon- 
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Inconftancy, fhe cry’d, I find 
‘Tn every heart’s the fame; 


For young Alexis figh’d and preft, 
With fuch bewitching power, 

I quite forgot the wifhing gueft 
That waited in the bower. 


SERRA SOW RIO ROR, 


NEWCASTLE BEER, 
1 | 


HEN Fame brought the news of Great 
|. . Britain’s fuccefs, 
And told at Olympus each Gallic defeat ; 
Glad Mars fent by Mercury orders exprefs, 
To fummon the deities all to a treat: 
Blithe Comus was plac’d | 
To guide the gay feaft, 

And freely declar’d there was choice of good cheer; 
_:*. Yet vow’d to his thinking, 2 3 
For exquifite drinking, a 

‘Their Nectar was nothing to Newcaftle Beer. 


Tt 
The great god of war, to encourage the fun 


And humour the tafte of his whimfical gueft, 
| | >" Sent 
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Sent a meflage that moment to Moor’s* for a tun 
Of Stingo, the ftouteft, the brighteft and beft : 
No Gods—they all fwore, 
Regal’d fo before, 
With liquor fo lively—fo potent and clear : 
And each deified fellow, 
Got jovially mellow, 
In honour, brave boys, of our Newcaftle Beer. 


Ill. 


Apollo perceiving his talents refine, 
Repents he drank Helicon Water fo long : 
He bow’d, being afk’d by the mufical Nine, 
And gave the gay board an extempore fong ; 
But ’ere he began, | 
7 He tofs'd of his cann : 


There’s — like good liquor the fancy to clear: 
T 


en fang with great mefit, 
The flavour and {pirit, 


His godfhip had found in the Newcaftle Beer. 


IV. 


Twas Stingo like this made Alcides {6 bold ; 
It brac’d up his nerves, and enliven’d his pow’rs ; 
And his myftical club, that did wonders of old, 
Was nothing, my lads, but fuch liquor as ours. 
The horrible crew 
_ That Hercules flew, | 
_ | Were 


_* Moor’s at the fign of the Sun, Newcaille. 


ere woes Oe ee ee = Pil ot ea cia ai =", pO aes ioe 
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Were Poverty—Calumny--Trouble--and Fear : 
Such a club wou’d you borrow, 
To drive away forrow, 


Apply for a quantum of Newcaftle Beer. 
on 


Ye younfters, fo diffident, languid and pale ! 
Whom Love, like the cholic, fo rudely infefts ; 
Take a cordial of this, twill probatum prevail, 
And drive the cur Cupid amiy from your breafts: 
Dull whining defpife, | 
Grow rofy and wife, 
No longer the jeft of good fellows appear , 
Bid adieu to your folly, 
: Get drunk and be jolly, 
And fmoke o’er a tankard of Newcaftle Beer; 


VI. 


Ye fanciful folk, for whom Phyfic prefcribes, 
_ Whom bolus and potion have harrefs‘d to death! 
Ye wretches, whom Law and her ill-looking tribes, 
Have hunted about ‘till you’re quite out of 
breath ! 
_ Here’s fhelter and eafe, 
No craving for fees, 
No danger,—no doétor,--no bailiff is near ! 
Your fpirits this raifes, | 
ack It cures your difeafes, | 
‘There’s freedom and healthin our Newcaftle Beer. 


Ai 
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SE uP Wea whl Cet abl eck nl Kee oP Ket WP SE 


An ELECTION BALLAD, 
I. 


O T an hundred years oe when elections 
went round, | 
Old Honour and Trutu were in Burgundy 
drown’d ,; 
The fons of Great Britain, both thirfty and wife, 
Wide open’d their ftomachs, but clos’d up their 
eyes. 


Derry down, &c. 


II. 
They were blind to true merit, let Party 
prevail, 
And JupcMENT no longer right ballanc'd her 
{cale , 


In Wine, was fair FREEDOM remember’d no more, 
And Casu kick'd old LisERTY out of the door. 
rid down, &c. 


| 
When the Candidate offer’d, they fnatch at the 


coin, 
Nor fpar’d the brown bumper, nor venal firloin, 
Eat 
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Fat and drank when they could, ’twas concluded, 
| my friends, = oo 
They might faft when the candidate compafs’d 
his ends. | 
Derry down; &c. 


IV. . 


Let the cafe now be alter’d, let talents be try'd , 
Let national virtue alone be your guide ; 
Let us feorn to be biafs’d by party or pelf, 
And vote for our country, ce ate of felf. 
; erry down, &c. 


V. 


Let honour, let honefty, ftand in our view, 


To freedom be conftant, to liberty true ; 


Let rie tell you, my friends, the right nail you 
have hit, a 
If you fix on the rhan that’s a friend té old Pitt. 
Derry down, &c. 


VI. 

Let no low-minded ‘iotives your principled 
But weigh the cafe well, for your fafety’s at ‘ftake ; 
For him that hag honour afd truth for his plan, 
Give your VOLeeSs my boys, and ’tis S———e’s the 

.. Man! =a _ 
| | ‘ Derry down, &c.° ” 
H AN O.- 
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ANOTHER. 


I. 
L ET the half- famith’d poet find fault with 
good cheer, 
And, fore’d to drink ‘water, ‘defpifé our brown 


beer ; 
That there’s truth in full bumpers, it can’t be 
deny’d ; 
Then tofs of your glaffes—let truth be our guide’ 
Derry down, &c. 


Il. 


Poor Lewis, the little, full fatally knows, 
beef pivés us courage to batter our foés ; 
And the firloin (now knighted) that fmokes om 
the board, 
May in times of preferment be titled my Lord. 
Derry down, &c. 


Hil. 


_ Let the fcriblers exclaim, they’ré a cynical tribe! 
ay not we, like our betters, fortietirries take 4 
bribe ? 
If cath does noe circiilate properly—tradé 
Grows lazy, ‘and lags, like a founder’d old jade. 
Desry down, &c; 
: 7 | IV 


a 
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But to bantér no longerour candidates feeii 
Men of honour; of worth, and of public efteem ; 
It were well for dame Britain, her freedom, and 


laws, | 
If fiich, and fiich only; e’re handi’d her caufe. 
Derry down, &c. 


¥: 
_ Let their free open, fpirits be. right underftaad; 


‘Their conteit is meant for their countrymen’s good ; 
When danger alarms us, or glory cofmmands, 

Our lives and our honours are fafe in fuch hands. 

= Derry down, &c. 

VE. : 

That they both have their merits it muft be 

allow‘d, . as . 

But {ns of cool reafon ftep forth froin the croud, © 

If weighty experience ¢an ballance theday, =, 

Give your voices; my boys, ’tis for S~——e, huzza‘° 


Derr Y down, ace. 


He AN 
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I. 


Ww Here the rich Wear", with wandring grace, 


In gay profufion runs, 
The — enius of the place, 
Harangued Fis freeborn fons: 
The burthen of his facred ftrain 
Was “ Shaftoe live ! live gen’rous Vane ! 


Il. 


¢ Where Durham lifts her facred piles, 
‘“¢ Rever’d in Gothic pride, 
‘“¢ And Wifdom with meridian fmiles 
‘*¢ Expands on every fide : 
“¢ Diftinguifh’d in bright Honour’s train, 
“* Stand Shaftoe and illuftrious Vane, 


Hf. 


‘*¢ The noble heart, that truth refines, 
“¢ (With confcious worth replete) 

~“ More ufeful than Peruvian mines, 
“* Adds virtues to the ftate: 

«* Such patriot virtues as remain 

«¢ With Shaftoe and illuftrious Vane. 


* The river Wear that rune through the city of Dirham. 
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IV. 


“© Confirm, my fons, confirm my choice, 
‘¢ And call my fav’rites forth, | 

<¢ Since fame approves the gen’ral voice, 
«¢ And merit ftamps their worth: 

<< None can your facred rights maintain, 

® Like Shaftoe and illuftrious Vane.” 


V. 


‘The Genius ceas’d—from every part 

_ Applaufe like lightning ran; 

Conviction fir’d each glowing heart, 
And catch’d from man to man. 

Loud echoes fill’d the glad’ning plain, - 

With Shaftoe live!-—live gen’rous Vane! 


ae H3  — STAN- 


( +18 ) 


Ss TANZAS 


On the Death of His Majesty -King 
GEORGE I. | 


Pallida mors, equo pulfat pede, pauperusp pahreas 
Regumque turres. Hor 


- 
rPENANits of tiberty' oh Britain's‘plain, 
With’ flotks ‘enrich'd, ‘a ‘vaft ‘unnuriber’d 
ftore! 
‘Tis gone, the mighty Georce’s golden reign ! 
Your Pan, your great defender is no more. 
+e 
‘The nymphs that in the facred groves prefide, 
Where Albion’s conq’ring oaks eternal fpring, 


In the brown fhades their f{ecret forrows hide, 
And, filent, mourn the aa a king. | 


an id 
Hark! how the winds, oft bounteous to his will, 


That bore his conq ‘ring fleets to Gallia’s fhore, 
| After 


ao 
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After a paute, pathetically ftill, 
Burft in loud peals, and thro’ the forefts roar. 


IV, 


On Con. quesr’s cheek the vernal rofes fail ; 
_ -Whilft laurel’d Victory diftrefsful bows! 
And Honour’s fire etherial burns but pale, 
That late beam’d glorious on our Georce’s 
brows, 


P N, 


“The mufes mourn——an ineffectual band! 


Each facred harp without an owner lies; 
The Arts, the Sciences, dejected ftand, 
- For ah! their patron, their protector dies, 


- Vi 


Beauty no more, the toy of fafhion wears, 
(So late by Love's defignfal labour dreft) 
But from her brow the glowing diamond tears, 
And with the fable cyprefs veils her breaft, 


Vil. 


Rexicron lodg'd high on: her, pious pile, 
_-Laments the fading ftate of crowns below; 
Whilft MELANCHOLY fills the vaulted ifle 

_ With the flow mufic of a nation’s woe. 


H 4 VIL 
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VII. 


The dreary paths of unrelenting fate, 

Muft monarchs mix’d with common mortals 
| try? -_ 
Js there no refuge ?—are the good, the great, 

The gracious, and the god-like, doom’d to die? 


IX. 


Muft the gay court be chang’d for horror’s cave; 
Muft mighty Kings that kept the world in awe, 

Conquer’d by time, and the unpitying grave, 
Submit their laurels to Death’s rig’rous law? 


X. 
If in the tent retir’d, or battle’s rage, 
Britannia’s fighs fhall reach great * Fred’rick’s 


0 
He'll drop the fword, or clofe the darling page, 
And penfive pay the tributary tear." 
RE 
Then fhall the monarch wei gh the moral thought, 
(As he laments the parent, friend, ally) ~ 


The folemn' truth by fage reflection taught, —- 
That, ‘fpight of glory, Fredrick’s fef thal! dig. 


XU. 


° 


* Frederick King of Pruffia. 
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XI. 


‘The parent’s face a prudent painter hides *, 
While death devours the darling of his age: 
Nature, the ftroke of pencil’d Art derides, . 

When grief diftraéts with agonizing rage. 


XI, 


So let the mute her fableft curtain fpread, 
+ By forrow taught her nervelefs power to know: 
Wheh hations cry, their king, their father’s dead, 
The reft is dumb, unutterable woe! 
_ XIV. ) 
But fee—a facred radiance beams around, 
_ And with returning hope a people cheers: 
Look at yon youth, with grace imperial crown’d: 
How awful! yet how lovely in his tears! 


- 4 ORY, 


-Mark how his breaft expands the filial figh, 
\ He droops, diftreft like a declining flower, 
Till Gory, from her radiant {phere on high, 
Hails him, to hold the regal reins of power. 


XVI. 


* In-a picture reprefenting the facrifice of Iphigenia, A- 
pelles defpairing to exprefs the natural diftra¢tion of a parent 
on fo affecting an occafion, drew the figure of Agamemnon © 

' with a veil thrown over his face. | 
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XVI. 
The fainted fire to realms of blifs remov'd, 
(Like the fam’d Phoenix) -from his pyre thall 
ss fpring 
Succeflive Georges, gracious, and ‘belov’d, 
And.goed and glorious as the-parent-King. 


PROLOGUES, 
AN D 


EPILOGUES, Cree 


Spoke by Mr. FRODSHAM, at York, on 
the Opening of the Theatre, after it was 
elegantly enlarged. 

Q* CE ona time his earthly rounds. patrol. 

ling, 

(Your heathen gods were always fond of ftrolling) 

a rambled near the cot of kind Philemon, 

en night attended by a tempeft came on; 
-And as.the rain fell pattering, helter fkelter, 
The deity Hopior'e the hind for fhelter. 


‘Prologues and Eptlogues, 128 


Philemon plac’d his godfhip clofe befide him, 
While goody Baucis made the fire that dry’d him, 
With more benevolence than one that’s richer, 
He {pread the board, he fill’d the friendly pitcher, 
And, fond to give his gueft-a meal of pleafure, 
Sung a rough fong, in his rude country meafure, 


_ Jove was ‘fo pleas’d with thefe good-natur'd 
fallies, : | 
Philemon’s cét-he conjur’d to a palace. 


Tafts, like-great Jupiter, came here to try us, 
(Oft from the boxes-we.perceiv’d her fpy us ) 
Whether fhelik'dius and‘our warm.endeavours; 
Whether ‘the -fourid that we:deferv'd her favours, 
I know hot; Batts certain fhe- commanded, - 
Our humble theatre fhould be expanded. 


The orders fhe pronounc’d were {carcely ended, 
But, like:Philefon’shoufe, the ftape:extended :. 
And:thus the -friendly:goddefs.bids me greet‘ ye : 
Tis in that circke [Pointing to the boxes] the de- 

figns to meet ye. 
Pedarits would: fix: her refidence with heathens, 
“But-fhe prefers‘old York:to Rome.or Athens. 
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APROLOGUE, 


Spoke at the opening an elegant little 
Lheatre at. Whitby. 


Rom Shakefpear,—Johnfon,--Congrave,--- 
Rowe,--—and others— 
The kurel’d hft---the true Parnaffian brothers ! 
Hither we're fent, --by their fupreme direction, 
To court your favour, and to claim protection. 


Our hopes are flatter’d with the Fair’s com- 
and Wit were.always in alliance! . 
The mutual fway reforms the rude creation, 
And Tasvte’s determin’d by their approbation. 


The tragic mufe prefents a ftately mirrour, 
Where Vice furveys her ugly form, with terror : 
And as the fiend departs--abafh’d !--difcarded-- 
Imperial Virtue’s with the palm rewarded. 

The comic glafs--from modern groupes collected, 

Shews fops and fools of every clafs--difected : 

‘Kt marks the fair coquet’s unfaithful dealings, 

And proves that haughty prudes may have their 
failings. 


For 


eS 
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For faults that flow from habit more than nature, 
We'll blend, with honeft mirth, fome wholefome 
fatire. 


Now for our bark--the veffel’s tight--and able ! 

New built !—new rigg’d !--[ Pointing to the fcenes] 
with canva{s--maft--and cable ! 

Let her not fink,—or be unkindly ftranded, 
Before the moral freight be fairly landed ! 
For tho’ with heart and hand we heave together, 
Tis your kind plaudit muft command the weather:. 
Nor halcton feas,--nor gentle gale attend us, 
Till this fair circle with their {miles befriend us. 


UDOUDERACU 


APROLOGUE, 


On opening the Theatre at Whitby the 
enfuing Seafon. 


On the wild waves, unwilling more to roam, 

And by his kind affections call’d for home ; 

When the bold youth that ev’ry climate tries 

*T wixt the blue bofoms---’Twixt the feas and 

When he beholds his native Albion near, 

And the glad gale gives wings to his career, 
; | Wha 


~ 
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What glowing extafies, by Fancy dreft, 

What filial fentimenta expand. his breaft ! 

In the full happinefs he forms on fhore, 
Doubts—dangers--and fatigues are felt no more: 


Such are the joys that in our Gofoms, bum ! 
Such the glad hopes that glow at our return ! 
With fuch warm ardours, you behold us meet, 
To lay—-once more~-our labours at your feet. 


(Not without hopes your patronage will lat) 
We bend with gratitude for favours paft. 
That our light bark defy’d the rags af winter, 
Rode ev'ry gale~nor ftarted ev’n a fplinter ; 
We bow to Beauty—(’twas thofe {miles feeur’d her) 
And thank our patrons who fo kindly moor’d her. 
Still-ftill--extend your gentle cares to fave her, 
.That fhe may anchor long in Whitby’s+-favour: 


ewer rr eT er Cre ee Tees 
APROLOGUKE, 
Spoke by Mr. BRIMYARD, in the Chatacter 
of aSAILOR, on opening the New Theatre 
at North-Shields. os 

| [Withour, 
H OLLO! my mafters, where d’ye. mean — 
to ftow us? nee cs : 


e’re come to fee what paftirne ye can fliew us, 


q al, 
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Sal, ftep aloft,—you fhan’t be long without me, 
I'll walk thei¢ quarter deck and look about me. 


[Enzers. — 


Tom and Dick Topfail are above—I hear em, 

Tell ’em to keep a birth, and Sal---fit near em: 
Sal’s a {mart lafs, I'd hold a butt of ftingo, 
In three weeks time fhe’d learn the playhoufe lingo :. 
She loves your plays, fhe underftands their meaning, 
She calls’em---Mor at Ruces made entertaining ; 
Your Shakefpear books, fhe knows ’em to a tittle. 
And I, myfelf (at fea) have read—a little. 


At London, Sirs, when Sal and I were courting, 
I tow’d her every night a playhoufe fporting, 
Mafs! I cou’d like ’em and their whole’Paratus, 
But for their fiddlers and their dam’d Sonatas; 
Give me the merry fons-of guts and rofin, 
That play---God fave the King and Nancy Dawifon. 


; | [Looking about. 
Well---tho’ the frigate’snot fo much bedoyzen’d, 
’Tis fittg énough!—’Tis clever for the fize on’t: 
And they cati treat with all that’s worth regarding 
On board the Drury-lane or Common-Garden. 


[Bell rings. 
Avaft!--sA fignal for thé launch, I fancy: 
+ What fay you Satn, and Dick, and Doil, and 


ancy 
Since they have trith’d the pleafure-barge fo tightly, 
Shan’t you, and I, and Sal, come fee them nightly! 
The 

+ To the Gallery. 
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The jolly crew will do their beft endeavours, 

They’ll grudge no labour to deferve your favours. 
A luckier fate, they fwear, can ne’er behap ’em, 
Than to behold you pleas’d, and hear you---clap 


em. 
FEEESEEEEGESEEEPOEESEESY 
An EPILOG U E, 


| Spoke by Mrs. BROOKE, at Norwich, in the 
Charaéer of Mrs. DEBoRAH Woop- 
cock, in Love in a Village. 


FTER the dangers of a long probation, 
When Sybil like, fhe’s fkill’d in penetration, 

When fhe has conquer’d each unruly paffion, 
And rides above the rocks that others dafh on; 
When deeply: mellow’d in referve and rigour ; 
When decent gravity adorns her figure, 
Why an old maid -- I with the wife would tell us, ° 
Should be the ftanding jeft of flirts and fellows! 


In maxims fage! and eloquence how clever! 
Without a fubyect fhe can talk - for ever!» 
Rich in old faws, can bring a fentence pat in, 
And quote upon occafion, /awyer’s Latin. — 


Set 
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Set up that toaft, that culprit, spbus corum, 


*T'is done -- and fhe’s demolifh’d in turrorum. 


If. an old majd’s-a dragonefs on duty, 
To guard the golden fruit of rip’ning beauty ; 
Tis right, for fear the giddy fex fhould wander, 
To keap them in seftramt by decent -- flander: 
When flips are made, ‘tis eafy fure to find ’em; 
We can detect before the fair defign’d ’em. 


As for the men, whofe fatire oft hath ftung us, 
Many there are that may be rank’d among us. _ 
Law, with fong farts and byfy mifehiefs Jaden, 
In. reficeur far exceeds the ancient maiden. 
Tis undeny’d, and the affertions common, 

That medérn Pay sic 4s a mere old ‘womdn. 

The puny fop' thet fimpers o’er his tea difh, | 

And cries --- indeed'+-- Mifs Deb’rah’s -- quite old 
maiédifh4 | 

Of doubtful fex, of undetermin’d nature, 

In aH refpects is but a virgin cretar! 


Jefting apart, and moral truths adjufting! 
There's ndthing inthe ftate ieelf difgufting, 
Old -pidids, as-wellas matrons, bound tn gnarniage, 
Are valu’d from ‘propriety of carape; 

If gentle fenfe,: #f fweet difcretion pride *em,; 

It mattérd not che’ céxeonibs may ‘dertde’em; 
And virtue’s virtue, be fhe maid or, wedded, 
A, eertain teuth'! fey -- ‘Deb’rah Woodcock ‘Rid it. 


1. A 


APROLOGUE, 


Spoke at Edinburgh, on Mrs. BELLAMY'S 
Jirft Appearance there. 


I N early days, when error fway’d mankind, 
The fcene was cenfur’d, and the ftage confin’d, 
As the fine arts a nobler tafte fupply’d, 

Old prejudice grew fainter -- droop’d -- and dy’d. 


Merit from fanétion muft deduce her date, 
If fhe’d arrive at a meridian height; 
From fanCtion is the Englith ftage become 
Equal to Athens, and above old Rome. 


If from that ftage, an attrefs fill’d with fears, 
New to this northern fcene, to-night appears, 
Intent --howe’er unequal to the flight, | 
To hit -- what criticks call--the bappy right 
She builds not on your fifter’s + fond applaufe, 
But timidly to you fabmits her caufe. 

For tafte refin’d may as judicial fit 
Here —as fhe found her, in an Englifh pit. 


Your plandit muft remove the ftranger’s fear; 
The fons of genius are the leaft fevere: 
, | : Some 
+ London. — 
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Some favour, from the fair, fhe’s fure to find, 
So {weet a circle cannot but be kind, 

Then to your candid patronage fhe’ll truft, 
And hopes you gracious--as we know you Jjuft. 


APROLOGUE, 


Spoke by Mr. Dices, on opening the Edin-~ 
burgh Theatre in 1763. 


T O rectify fome errors, that of late 

Had crept into the bofom of our ftate, 

To court Propriety, a matron chafte! 

To make ftrong leagues ’twixt Novetty and 
Taste ‘ | 

To alter—to adapt—to plan—revive, 

To {pare no pains to make the drama thrive : 

‘Thefe are the labours that to-night commence, | 

By Beauty* fanction’d, and approv’d by Sense§. 


Suppofe fome Corydon — fome country {wain, 
Enamour’d of fome Phillis of the plain, 
At early dawn fhould feek the dappled glade, 
‘To form a nofegay for the fav’rite maid : 
When he had cropt the beauties of the banks, 
And cull’d the faireft from the flowry ranks, 

I 2 He’d 
* The Boxes. ¢ The Pit. 
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He'd range in order every blooming Tweet, 
And lay the Yittle chaptet at her feet, 


So the fair fidlds of fancy we'll explore, 
And fearch the gardens of dramatic lore, 
Of choiceft fragrance, and.of various hue, 
To form thole chapléts we compofe for you. 


Now fo atteck you in a naartial ftran! 
We hope to gather laurels this campaign, 
And that our plan of action may fucceed, 
Have march’d freth forces from beyond the T weed. 
Yet, as young foldvers rmay he damp’d by fear, 
(Tho’ univerfal patronage be here) 
Let me befpeak, before the curtain rife, 
Some kind impreffions for our new fupphes. 


* < 
‘ 
é + : a 
" a 
. 


( 133) 
APROLOGUSE 


Spake by Mr. Dices, at Edinburgh, to 
the MUSE 6 OSSIAN, a ltth 
Piece adapted to the Stage, fram the 
celebrated Poem of Osstan dhe Son of 
FINGAL. 


T O form a little work of nervous merit, 
To give the fleepy ftape a nobler fpirit ; 
To touch a facred mufe, ; st, yore defile her, 

This was the plan propos'd by our compiler. 


Tho’ caution told him—the prefumption’s 
glaring | 

Dauntlefs, he cry’d— “ It is but nobly daring 
‘© Can we perufe a pathos more than Attic, 
<¢ Nor wifh the golden treafure ftdmp’d dramatic! 
<< Here are no hnes-—in meafur’d pace, that tip it, 
<< No modern fcenes-- fo lifeless \-fo snfipid } | 
<< Wrought by a mufe—(no facred firedebarr’d her) 
¢¢ "Fis nervous !--noble!-,’tis true northern ardour! 


“ Methinks I hear the Grecian hards exclaiming, 
‘«¢ (The Grecian bards no longer worth ones) 
I 2 “ya 
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“In fong, the northern tribes fo far furpafs us, 
<¢ One of their highland hills they’! call Parnaffus ; 
“¢ And from the facred mount, decrees fhall follow, 
«¢ That Offian was himfelf--the true Appollo.” 


Spite of this flafh—This high poetic fury, 
He trembles for the verdi¢t of his jury : 
As from his text he ne’er prefum’d to wander, 
But give the native Offian to your candour : 
To an impartial judgment we fubmit him, 
‘Condemn--or rather (if you can) acquit him. 


RETEASEES NONE MENEMENENGES SELENE 
An EPILOGUE 
To the MUSE of OSSIAN. 
‘Valour amongft the northern hills is native ; - 
he northern hills, ’tis prov’d by Offian’s ftory, 
Gave early birth to Caledonian glory , 


“Nor cou’d the ftormy clime with all its rigour, 
Repel, in love or war, the hero’s vigour. 


J N fond romance let fancy reign creative ! 


When honour call’d, the youth difdain’d to 
ponder, — 
And ashe fought the fav’rite maid grew fonder. 
‘The brave, by beauty were rejected never, 
For girls are gracious when the lads are clever. 
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If the bold youth was in the field vindictive, 
The bard, at home, had ev’ry power defcriptive ; 
He fwell’d the facred fong--enhanc’d the ftory, 
And rais’d the warrior to the fkies of glory. 


That northern lads are ftill unconquer’d fellows, 
The foes of Britain to their coft can tell us; 
The fway of northern beauty, if difputed, 
Look round, ye infidels, and ftand confuted : 
And for your bards, the letter’d world have known 
7em 


They’re fuch-The facred Offian cant difown ’em. 
To prove a partial judgment does not wrong 


you, s : i : 
And that your ufual candour reigns among you, 
Look with indulgence on this crude endeavour, 
And ftamp it with the fanction of your favour. - 


Spomifion fpne dfpemnfow freee ren frend denn 


an EPILOGUE, 


Spoke by Mrs. Bertamy, at Edinburgh, 
in the Charaéter of Lady FANCIFUL. 
ANCY, we're told, of parentage Italic, 
And Folly, whofe original is Gallic, 
Set up to fale their vain misfhapen daughter, 
And Britain, by a large fubfcription, bought her. 
1 4 The 
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The fertile foil grew fond of this exotic, 
And ntirs’d het, till her power became defpotic 
Till ev’ty wou'd-be beatity tn the natios, | 
Did homage at the fhrine of ArrecT ation. 
But Common Senfe will certainly dethrone ler. 
And (like the fair ones of this place) difown her. 
I€ the attempis the dimpled ftnile, delightful! 
The dirmpled finile of Affectation’s frightful: — 
_ Mark but her bagatelles += her whine -- het whitn- 

per-- 

Her Jol! -- her lifp -- her fanter -- ftare -- her fim- 


_ pers 
All, oxtres all-=no native chatm about her, - 
And ridicule wou’d foon expire without her. 


Look for a grace, and Affectation hides it ; 
If beauty aints an arrow, fle rrtifpuides it: 
So awkwardly fhe rnends unmeaning faces, 
To iafipidity the gives==——~primaces. 


Without her dear coquetifh arts to aid ’em, 
Fine ladies might be juft as—nature made ’em, 
Such fenfible--fincere--domeftic creatures, 

The jeft of modern pellet, aid petit maitres! 


~Safe with good fenfe, this ¢irele’s not in dan- 


r, : | 
But as the fereign phantom's~here a ftranger,; _ 
I gave her portrait, that the fair may know her, . 
And if they meet, be realy to forego her ; 
For truft tne, ladies, the’d deform your faces, 
And with a fingle slance deftroy the graces. 


4 
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a EPILOGUE 


Spoke at Edinburgh, by Mrs, Bettamy, 
| to Anthony and. Cleopatra. 


r it HE ‘flame our hero felt for his Egyptian, 
Is finely drawn, it glows in the defcription ! 
But modern love can ne’er maintain its ftation, | 


8 many different gowts divide the nation. 


The man of fenfe difdains the foft’ning paffion ; 
The coxcomb is enamour’d of--the fafhion ; _ 
The bon vivant prefers the feaft convival , 

And Phillis in a turtle finds a rival : 

Befides the gentle race—the petit maitres } 

The fet infenfible, of happy cretures , : 

So coy—fo cold--that beauty ne’er can warm ’em ; 

So nice, that nothing but themfelves can charm 
them. _ 


Bur hold—I run too faft without reflection, 
(Each general rule admits of fome exception) 
Here*, ‘tis allow’d imperial beauty governs, __ 
And there +, the conquer’d fex adore their foye- 

reigns. : | —— 
| Let 


* Boxes. + Pit. 
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Let me--to wave this bagatelle !—declare, 
The grateful homage of an heart fincere, — 
I feel your favours with refin'd delight, 
And glory in my patrons of to-night. 


CoP COIO DD 


 APROLOGUE, 


Spoke by Mr Diccs at Edinburgh, to 
Rule a Wife. 


3 IS an odd portrait that the poet drew ! 

A ftrange irregular he fets in view ! 
*Mongft us--thank heaven--the character’s un- 
- known, | 

Bards have creative faculties we own ; 
And this appears a picture from his brain, 
Till we reflect the lady liv’d in Spain. | 


Should we the portrait with the fex compare, 
*T would add new honours to the northern fair ; 
Their merit, by the foil, confpicuous made,‘ 
And they’d feem brighter from contrafting fhade, . 


Rude were the rules our fathers form’d of old, 
Nor thould fuch antiquated maxims hold , cai 
_ Shal! 
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Shall fubjeét man affert fuperior {way, 

And dare to bid the angel fex obey! 

Or if permitted to partake the throne, 

Defpotic, call the reigns of power his won ! 
Forbid it all that’s gracious--that’s polite ! 

(The fair to liberty have equal right) : 
Nor urge the tenet, tho’ from Fletcher’s {chool, 
That every hufband has a right to rule. 


A matrimonial medium may be hit, 
Where neither governs, but where both fubmit. 


The nuptial torch with decent brghtnefs 
| burns, 
Where male and female condefcend by turns ; 
Change then the phrafe--the horrid text amend, 
And let the word obey, be—condefcend. 


MEP PK EMER EME EEE EM 


An EULOGIUM on 
MASONRY: 


Spoke by Mr. Diccs, at Edinburgh. 


AIL facred Ma/fonry, of fource divine, 

H Unerring miftrefs of the faultlefs line, 
W hofe plumb of truth, with never-failing fway, 
Makes the join’d parts of /ymmetry obey! 
| Hail 
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Hail to the craft, at whofe ferene command 
The gentle arts in glad obedience ftand ; 
Whole magic ftroke bids fell confufion. ceafe, 
And to the finifh’d orders yield its place; 
Who calls creation from the womb of earth, 
And gives imperial cities glorious birth. 


‘To works of art her merit’s not confin’d! 
She regulates the morals, /guares the mind ; 
Corrects with care the tempeft-working foul, 
And points the tide of paffians where to roll; 
On virtue’s tablets marks each facred rule, 
And forms her lodge an univerfal {ehoal ; 
Where nature’s myftic laws unfolded ftand, © 


And fex/e, and /ctence, join’d, go hand in hand. 


O! may her focial rules inftructive f{pread, 
Till truth erect her long neglected head! 
Till, through deceitful sight, fhe dart her ray, 
And beam, full glorious, in the blaze of day F 
Till man by virtuous maxims learn to move; 
Till all the peopled world her laws approve, 
And the whole human race be bound in bro- C 

ther’s loue. 


An 


Probynes ona Epiopues. 14h 


An EPILOGUE 


In Choraller of Lavy Town ty, 7m the 
Provok’d Hufband. 


T lady—let me recolle¢t—whofe night is’t! 
No matter—at a circle the politeft, 
afte fummons all the fanre fhe ts able, 
And canvafles my conduct to the table. 


‘<A wife rechaimdjand by an hufband’s ngour! 
<< A wife with all ker appetites in vigour! : 
_ “© Lardt—fhe muft make a lamentable figure. 
‘© Where was her pride! Of ev’ry {park diveft- 
ed! 
‘¢ To mend, becaufe a prudifh hufband prefs’d it! 
“¢ What---to prefer his dull domeftic quiet, 
“© To the dear fcenes of hurricane and riot ! 
‘¢ Parties difclaim’d---the happy rout rejected! 
“* Becaufe at ten fhe’s by her fpoufe expected! 
“© Oh hideous!—-how immenfely out of nature! 
‘¢ Don’t ye, my dears, defpife the fervile creature? 


‘Prudence, altho’ the company be good, 
Is often heard, and fometimes underftood. 
Sup- 
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Suppofe—to juftify my reformation, 


She’d give the circle this concife oration. 


“© Ye giddy groupe of fafhionable wives, 
«¢ ‘That in continued riot wafte your lives, 
‘* Did ye but fée the demons that afcend , 
«© The cares convulfive that on cards attend; 
‘¢ ‘The midnight {pectres that furround your chairs, _ 
“© (Rage reddens here-——there avarice defpairs) 
‘© You’d rufh for fhelter where contentment lies, 
‘“* To the domeftic bleffings you defpife. 


«¢ Or if you’ve no regard to moral duty, 
“(Tis trite, but true) quadrille will murder 
beauty.” 


Tafte is abafh’d (the culprit) I’m acquitted, 
They praife the character they lately pity’d, . 
They promife to reform---relinquifh play, 

So break the tables up at+--break of day. 


An 
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RIK REAR IR SORIOL 


An EULOGIUM on 
CHARITY. 


Spoke at Alnwick, in Northumberland, at a 
Charitable Benefit Play, 1765. 


O bid the rancour of ill-fortune ceafe, 
To tell anxiety—-I give thee peace, 
To quell adverfity- -or turn her darts, 
To ftamp fraternity on gen’rous hearts: 
For thefe high motives—thefe illuftrious ends, 
Celeftial Charity to-night defcends. 


Soft are the graces that adorn the maid! _ 
Softer than dew-drops to the funburnt glade! 
She’s gracious as an unpoluted ftrearn, 

And tender as a fond young lover’s dream! 
Pity and Peace precede her as fhe flies, 
And Mercy beams benignant in her eyes! 


From her high refidence, from realms above, 
She comes, {weet harbinger of heavenly love! 


* Her fifter’s charms are more than doubly bright, 
From the kind caufe that call'd her here to-night. 
ete An 


* The Countefs of Northumtertind, who honoured the 
charity with her prefence. 
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An artlefs grace the confcious heart beftows,. 

And on the generous cheek a tincture glows, 

More lovely far the bloom that pants the ver- 
nal 


The lofty pyramid thail ceafe to live! | 
Fleeting the praife fuch monuments can give! 7 
But Cherity, by tyrant time rever'd, - : 
Sweet Charity amidft his ruins fpar’d, 

Secures her votaries unblafted fame, 
And in celeftial annals faves their name. 


A PROLOGUE, 


Spoke by Mrs. G——, in an itinrant Com- 
pany, om rewving the MERCRANT of, 
VENICE, at ‘tbe Time of the But paling: 
for natur alvzing the Jews. 


3 W IX T the fons of the ftage, without 
ponfions ar places, 
And the vagabond jews, are fame inmilercatess .. 
Since time out of mind, or ney re wrong’d much 
by dander, : 
Both lawl, alike, have been fentene’d to-wander; 
Then faith ’tis full time we appeal to the nation, 
To besoin’ dn this: lc rae 
‘Lard 
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Lard, that word’s fo uncouth!—’tis fo irkforne to 
' fpeak it! : 

But? tis Hebrew, I believe; and that’s tafte, asI take 
it. 


Well—now ‘to the point—l’m fent here with 
~ commiffion, 

To prefent this fair circle our humble petition : 

But confcious what hepes we fhould have of fuc- 
ceeding, 

Without (as they phrafe it) fufficiently bleeding 

And-convine’d we've no funds, ‘nor old gold we 

| can rake up, |” 

Like: our good ‘rothéré-—Abraham, Ifiac, and 
Jacob ; 

We mae frankly conife we have ‘nought to pre- 


fent ‘ye, 
But Shakelpen 8 ld Rerag- ray let it content 
yes 


ses ‘Shylock : > the: Jew, whom we mean to reftore 


yes: 

Was inatiirali2’d oft by your. fathers bath ye; 
Then take him'to-night to your kindeft compaffion, 
For ta countenance a is the pink of the tathjon, 


~ atid : ( 


pene ame ea 


An E PEEL OG U E, 


Speke by MMs. Ga -a hes Benefit. 


| Neapght ta tread the Mufes various mazes, 
And quite unpractis’d in, poetic lays, ‘ 
yi te 


U may fimple. vole in plain familiar phsale, > 


In farmer's, yard, I've Seep. a houfewife fland, - 
Peace in her looks, and plenty in her head, 


ealns 5 frisodly favayragn. the ground, 
Whil it the paotitnos goles gathexs round, 


Bald Chanticlesr,, ip thiping. plumage: sayy: 
Struts on ae leads the’ bit stn 3 
His confarr next, thé. guides hes ehemring. teats, 
Impatient, to. devique the, golden grainy 
Next ftalks, the. turkey-Gock,. above the reff, 
With rofy gills and elevated cheft , 

The fcreaming goofe, and wadling duck come 


laft : 
Alike partakers of the free repaft ! 
_” ‘Whe breakfaft done, befiold each thanklefs gueft, 


(Some birds, like men, make gratitude a jeft) 
: With. 


7; __, 
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With infblenve, dnd pamper’ pride ciate, 

Prefumes his merit fhou'd provide hii. meat; 

Aad thinke the hoftefg thank’d, that He voudi: 
faf’d to eat. =. 


‘A linnet, pdrching ona neighb’ring téeb; 7 
The well provided banquet chane’d fo fee, . 
She lights; and. = with thé motley. craw, 
Feafted-as moft at free-eapence will da y;-- ©: 
Then fingling frorh tha'merednajy throhgy: = - 
Repay’d the generous donor with a'fong, 


Could weil wrought nimbers with thy ‘wif agete, 
The grateful linnet you’d behold in me ; 

But 'd'eq filence froin ry want of fhill, 
Accept, kind patous! of. a wasm ‘giod will, 


1 Ve 


Defign'd to. be fpoke at Alnwick, ‘on. rea 
Sighing the Playboufe ‘to g. Paxty  de- 
tack’d from the Edinburgh Theatre. 


O Alnwick’s lofty feat, a filvan feeng |! 
[ To tifing hills frorh diftange doubly’ grean, 
K 2 ° 
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Thefe are the manfions of the great* and fair, 


Go--fays the god of wit, my ftandard bear, ~ 
*Tis my Olympus now, go fpread my Le 


Led by. fond hope, ‘the pointed path we trace, 
And thank’d our.patron for the flowry place, — 
Here--we behold a ‘gently waving’ wood! . 
There--we can gaze.upon a wandring flood’ 
The lend{cape {mites!—the fields gay fragrance 

'- be. gy, dae : : oe a kas 


wear ys ak ae em a 
Soft {cenes are all around--refrefhful air! _ 
Slende? repaft indeed, “and. but cameleon fare | 


A troop, at certain times, compel’d to fhift, 
And from their northern: mountains ‘turn’d adrift ; 
By tyrant managers a while confign’d, | 
To fatten on what forage they can find ; 

‘With lawlefs force our liberty invades, 

And fain would thruft us from thefe fav’rite fhades ; 
But we (fince prejudice erects her fcale, 

And puffs and petty artifice. prevail) 

To ftronger holds‘with'dool difcretion run, 

And leave the conquerors to be--undone. — 


> 


" “With gratitude, ftill ‘we'll acknowledge the 

res. favours ~ % ee eR Se 

So kindly indulg’d to our fimple endeavours ;: _ 
: To 


Lady ‘Warkworth, &c. - 


~ Q 


* The’ Earl and Cotntefs of Northutnberland, Lord and 


Prologues and. Eptlogues, 149 


To the great and the fair we reft thankfully 
debtors, ; 

And with we cou’d ay, we gave place to onr. 
betters. , ae 


ane ant | 
A P R re) L oO G U 2 


For Jome Country Lads, lis the Devil 
of a.Wife in the Chrifimas Holidays. 


I N days of yore, when round the jovial board, 
With harmlefs mirth, and focial plenty ftor'd, 
Our parent Britains quaff'd their nut-brown ale, 
And carrols fung, or told the Chriftmas tale; __ 
In ftruts St. George, old England’s champion 
knight, 
With hafty fteps, impatient to recite ~ 
«© How he had kill’d the dragon, once in fight. um 


From ev'ry fide—-from Eepeoes ancient 
Greece, 4 
Princes pour in to fwell the motly piece ; 
And while their deeds of prowels they rehearfe, 
The flowing, bow! rewards. their hobbling, verfe. 


Intent to raife this evening’ s cordial mirth, 
Like theirs our Ample ce _—, comes to “— 
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Quer want of. art we candidly confess, 

But give you nature in her homefpun drefs ; 
Noe heroes hero—no martial men of might ! 

A cobler is the champion of to-night, | 

His ftraps more fam’d than George’s lance of old, 
For it can tame that dragonefs, a {cold ; 
Indulgent, then, fupport the cobler’s caufe, 
And tho’ he mayn’t deferve it, fmile applaufe. 


: Spd<s | 
PROLOGUE 070 the 
RECRUITING OFFICER. 


Spokeat Sheemfoary, where Mr.Farqunar 
js foad to have wrote that Contedy. 


[{‘ROM the fair manfioas of ilhoftrious fhades, 
’ From groves of blifs, poetic painted meads, 
Should Farquhar, deck’d with deathlefs laurels 
+ @omeé, - 
Obedient to his own recruiting druyn ; - 
Confcious, to-night, of the fiperior grace, 
‘The nobler beauties that adorn this plave, 
‘Here would he fix~ehrapet’d here abide, 
And change Elyfium for the Severn’s fide. 


Pee ORC e eR: a nlite de. “ity . S 7 Let 
~ wh. Farquhar dedicated che Recruiting Officer to his Friends. 
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Let boafting Rome of one Maecenas te 
Countlefs are thole that by the Severn dwell 
Parnaffus mount let future bards difclaim, ~ 
Hark, how the Rekin’s+ hofpitable name, . t 
Swells in the voice éf F arquhat, and of fame. 


Sabrina®, fofteft nymph that glides along, — 
Winding and various as her F arquhar’s fong, 
Indulgent fmil’d, to blefs the poet’s toil, 

And freight his "pays bloom’d freth, and owh'd 
the gen "rous foil | 


Here-—beauty beams, with focial fweetnets 
mix’d! : 
Here«true politenefé has her ftandard fix’d! 
Here--let the mufe her facred numbers {well, 
And, = let {portive wit and gay art, hernoiir 
well. 


© may out fecandaty labours find ~ 
The brave propitious, and the beauteous kind! — 


So may Salopias plains, that, bloom fo gay, 
Ne’er know a blaft, but wear perpetual May. 


_  Beeud the Rekin, & fetnatkable mountaii in that neigh- 
bourhood. 
* The peetigal name for the river Severn. 


An 
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An £E PILO GUE 

Spoke by ac bild d of nine Y ears. ld. 


‘A. Sthe wile ones, wi within ‘have affurd n mie it’s 
\ common, 
or chits of my age to be aping the woman, 

To prove that I’ve talents.as well as another, . 

Good folks--I ran forward--in {pite of. my mother; 

Don’t: tell’ me, ‘fays eee) fhall know how the 
|  -eafeis, 

I’m not to be check’d-in my airs and my 

I was born a coquet--and by goles I'm not. ‘ale, 

I can ogle already—look peevifh and bridle, 

And Pil prattife new gcftures, each “Aight and. 

each morning, - . | 

‘Gain I reach to teens, —f I give you fair 

‘warning, -—. 


Tho’ I move ye, at prefent, with nothing but 
laughter, 


Look well to your hearts, beaux !--[7ll: fwinge ye 
hereafter , 

Have — then, pray, and by practice grown 

Pir promife to ks if { live to grow older. 


The 
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OON as the fan began to peep, : 
And gild’the morning fkies, 


Young Chloe.from diforder’d fleep 
Unveil’d her radiant eyes. : 


ale 


A guardian Sylph, the wanton forite 
hat waited on her ftill, 
Had teiz’d her all the oe ue 
With vifionary. il... 


Kae a. 


Some fhock of fate is furely nigh, 
Exclaim’d the tim’rous, maid : 

What do thefe horrid dreams unply ! 
My Cupid can’t be dead ! , 


o . - 
. aa 
4 e.. 


She call’d her Cupid by h ack name, 
In dread of fome mifhap ; 


Wag. 
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Wagging his tail, her Cupid came, 
And jump’d into her Tap. 


V.. 


And now the beft-of brittle ware, 

_ Her fumptuous table grac’d : 

The polifh’d emblems of the fair, 7 
In beauteous order plac’d! -_ 


Vi. 


The kettle boil’d, and ali prepar’d 
To give the morning treat ; | 
When Dick, the country beau, appear’d 
And bowing took his feat. 


Vi. 
Well—chatting on of that and this, 


The maid revers’d her cup ; _ 
And, tempted by the forfeit kifs, 
The bumpkin turn’d it up. 


Vil. 2 


With tranfport he demands the prize ; 
Right fairly it was won ! 
With many a frown the fair denies: 
_ Fond baits to draw him on! 


The BROKEN CHINA... 


IX. 


A man muft prove himfelf polite, 
In fuch a cafe as this, 

So Richard ftrives with alll his might 
To force. the forfeit kifs. 


xX, 


But as he ftrove--Oh, dire to tell? 
(And yet with grief I muft) 

The table turn’d-—-the china fell, 
A heap of psinted dutt! 


XE 


© fatal rport of my dream! 
? he air afflicted cry’d, 
Occafion’d (I confefs 7 ame). 
By childifhnefs and pride ! 


XI 


For in a kifs, or two, or three, 
No mifchief could be found ! 

Then had I been more frank and free, 
Mm china sl been — 
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On fome Busses being fitted out for: 
the HERRING FISHERY. 


"ER the green waves, where Britain boafts 
O her fway, a 
Round the wide wafte of our long flighted fea , 
Let the glad tale in facred accents fwell, 
Let babbling Tritons to the fea gods tell :. 


‘¢ Britain’s at laft grown confciousof her fhame 
‘¢ Britain awakes her ravifh’d rights to claim, 
‘¢ Britain-efee pale Batavians trembling at the C. 
name. °¢ , > : 
Abafh’d~--confounded---let the dull mynheer, 
No more between our facred banks appear! — 


Shall the dull Dutch exult in our difgrace, 
Rifle our wedded waves before our face! 
Feaft on the joys of our luxuriant {poufe, 
And plant upon old Albion’s chalky brows! 
No, ee, no---George, and your genius {mile, 


And new-born beauties rife propttious to yourifle! -- 


qi be 


The two following ODES were wrote for a 
felec# Company, in order to. commemorate 
the particular Birth-days of the Kine of 
Prussia, and GENERAL BLAKENEY. 


ODE on the K. of PRUSSIA. 


Recin. 


ORE glorious than the comet’s blaze, 
That through the ftarry region ~_ 
From Zembla to the Torrid Zone, _. 
The mighty name of Pruffia’s known. 


Aa. 
I. 


Be banifh’d from the books of fame, 

Ye deeds in diftant ages done; 
Loft and iaglortous isthe name 

Of Hanibal,- or Philip’s fon: 7. 
Cou’d Greece, or conquering Carthage fing 
A hero great as Pruffia’s king! i 
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Il. 


Where reftlefs Exvy can’t explore, 

_, Or flatter’d Hope prefame to fly ; 
Fate bade vidtorious Fred’ric foar, 
For latirefs that can fever aaa | 
Coad reese ae Dg, oo 


il. 


His rapid bolts tremendous break, 
‘Theo™ hations arm’d in dread array, 
Swift as the furious blafts that fhake” 
The bofom of the frighted | fai 
Could Greece, &e. ~*~ 


e ° ‘+ 
LA ee err see : 4 
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ry ¢ _? 
an 


In v vain, to thike che tenet 
With impious rage the Grant 
*Gainft Fred’ric’s force the nations op So 
In vain—their haughty fegions dy’d. 
Could Greece, &c. es 


ve 


While Prudence guides bis dliariot wheeld, — 
Thro’ Virtue’s facred paths eg ral, 
Immortal Frath hig bofom fteel ; 
And guards him gtoricus to the goals 

Could Greece, &c. 


yar - ied 


VI. 
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vi 


The vengeful lance Britannia weilds, 
In confort with her brave ally, 
Saves her fair rofes in the fields, __ 
Where Gaul’s detetted Hilties die. 
Wreaths of eternal friendffip fpring, =~ 
*Twixt mighty George, aid Pruffia’s King. 


VIL. 


The jocund bow! let Britons raife, | 
_And crown. the jowial hoerd with mirth, - 
Fill—to great Fred’ric’s length of days, 
‘: mee hail the fiera’s-gloriqus air By Sed 
ould Greece, or conq’riag Caxthage fing, 
A chieftain fam’d like Pruffia’s aiid ae 


es +- @ 
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Compofed for” the BrrtH-Dav of rhe lete 
Gen. Lord BLAKENEY. ° 
= L etn’ 
mufes ka re Con;- ra ‘ Am ee 
Toad lee dee fe e the tal Inge e 
Wak'd yt sirerec grateful tangue, © 


Keo hail her hato’s natal day. oe 
rs e : ; ; Arif. 


es a 


160: - ‘Ode on Gent BEAK ENE'Y. 


Arife, paternal glory rif, 
And lift saa! Blakeney to the fkies! 


ie ae POS Sn 
Behold 1 his warlike banners ways! is este OG 


nee er ow 


Ror? 


The dian o’er the Britith bands! 
Arife, paternal, &c. 


: 
: 
ou? 


Bo ‘ af : io 7, 
ee s . , +i 


_# k2doer 


France to he gallant hero o bows, sae im “i 
And Europe's chiefs his name revere. ms _ 
Arife, paternal, &c. _ 


, ee eee Ca 


1 es ro at * % " ~~ 


With eemene ee on their fide! . , 
The fons of Gaul---a- pageant crew! 
Rank, but inglorious in their pride, 

To Blekeney,. and.his vanquifh’d far: _ 
Arife, paternal, exc. . se a, Se ee 
: V. 

Hibernia 4, with maternal care, -°. ~- oe 
His labour d ftatue lifts-on. high: :.- ; 


* Richlien, commander of the expediioa ‘gaol FojtsMahon. 
+ A ftatue was erected in’ Dublin ‘td the memory of Gen. 
Blakeney, who was q native of Ireland. 
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Be partial, Time!—-the trophy fpare, 
That Blakeney’s name may never die! 

Arife, paternal glory, rife! | 

And lift your Blakeney to the fkies. 


Sent to Mis BELL H——, with a pair 
of Buckles. 


APP Y triffes, can ye bear” aoe: 

Sighs of fondnefs to the fair? =. 
If your pointed tongues cantell, = 
How I love my charming. Bell: 
Fondly take‘a lover’s part; = 
Plead the anguifh of my heart. | 


Go--ye trifles—gladly fty, 
(Gracious in my fair one’s eye) 
Fly-——-your envy’d blifs to meet, 
Fly, and kils the charmer’s feet. 


~ dae re 


Happy- there, with waggith play, _ 
Tho’ yor revel day by rig . sili 
Like the donor, every night, 
(Robb’d of his figpreme delight) 

To fubdue your wanton pride, 
Ufelefs, you'll be thrown-afide. | 


L° « DAPH- 


Ss | 


DAPHNE: /4SONG. 


® ‘ . s & a 


O longer, Daphne, I admire 
The graces in thine eyes; 

Continu’d coynefs kills defire, 
And famith’d paflion dies. 


Three tedious years I’ve figh’d in vain, | 
Nor could my vows ptevail; | 

With all the rigours of difdain, 

You fcorn’d my amorous tale. 


It. 
When Celia cry’d, hin fenfelels fhe, 
That has fuch vows refus’d;,, -. 


Had Damon given his heart to me, : Ss 
It had been kinder usd a 


The man’s a fool that pines and dies: | 
Becaufe a woman’s coy’: - 

The gentle blifs, that one denies, ~ 
A thoufand will enjoy. 
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Such charming words, fo void of art, 
Surprizing rapture gave ; 

And tho’ the maid fubdu’d my heart, ae 
It ceas’d to be a flave. 7 


A wretch condemn’d, fhall Daphne prove; ; 
‘While bleft without reftraint, - 
In the fweet calendar of love 
_ My Celia ftands—~a faint. 
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LARINDA’s lips I ‘iaale preft, 
‘While rapture fill’d each vein; 
And as I touch’d her downy wae 
Its tenant flept ferene.. Ee yt, 


I. 


So foft a calm, m fuch-a part,.- © 6 0 
Betrays a peaceful. mind; = 
Whilft my uneafy‘flutt’ring heart, > 

Would fcarcely be confin’d. 


L 2 OO IL 
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wo 


A ftubborn oak the thepherd fees, 
Unmov’d, when ftormis defvend ; 

But ah! to ev’ry-fporting breeze, — 
The myrtle cia muft bend. 


To CHLO Ei: an-Ill Humour. 


~\ONSIDER, fens maid, and ceavou 
To conquer that pride in thy brea 
It is net. ah ha bebviour” a 


Will fet off thy charms to the beft. 
i. 


The ocean, .wkeh calm, may delight : yor; 
But fhould 2 loud tempeft arife, 

The billows enrag’d-wou’d: affright you: me 
Loud objects of awful farprize?. 


Ii. 


Tis thus, when good htrnour diffufes- . 
Its beams oe’r the face of ‘a fair ; 
With rapture his heart a man lofes, we 3% 
While frowns turn Jove te efit, wet 
oe our: ibe 


The DA N c E. 
ANACREONTIC. 


ARK! the fpeaking ftrings invite, 
Mufic calls us to delight < 
See the maids ‘in meafures move, 
Winding like the maze of Jove. » 
As they mingle, madly gay _. 
sporting Hebe leads the way. 


Bee each glowing chedde i is foiced * 
—— Cupid's native red ; 
from ev'ry fparkling eye, 
‘Pointed derts at random fly 
Love, and attive Your, ‘advance 
Foremoft in the fprigtnly dance, 


As the magic numbers rife, | ; 
Through my veins the porfon se sO 
 Raptures, not to be expreft, 

Revel in my throbbing breaft. - 
Jocund as we beat: ithe oroend 
, Love and Haryony go round. 


Every maid (to crown his tifa) a 
Gives her youth @ wofy:kifs,. =. es 
Such a kifs as might infpire» = ss 

Thrilling raptures,—foft defire - 
| L 3 Such 
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Such Adonis might receive, 

Sucn the queen of Beauty gave, | 

When the conquer’d goddefs ftrove | ‘ 
(In the coafcious myrtle grove): ad ' 

To inflame the boy with love. 


Let not Pride our fports reftrain, . 
Banifh hence, the Prude, Dispain! © .:; 
Think-—ye virgins, if you’re coy, a 4 
Think---ye rob yourfelves of j JOY i ; ee 
Every moment you refufe, ~— __ 
So much extafy you lofe:, _ ae 
Think—-how faft thefe moments fly : 
If you fhould too long deny ie 
Love and Beauty both will dies - = 


* at 
4, 


DCDCDC DE DEDEDE DE DE 
To a Young. wibow. 


ET bafhful virgins, nicely coy, 

L Exalted rapture lofe, | 

And timid at untafted joy, i - coy Ae 
Through fearfulnels refute. a” Se, oe 


' ‘Will you--the pleafing conflict try 4, 
Tho’ fure to conquer-efly ? | 
In you---the facred zone —. : 
Tis — to deny. == 


ae - Will 
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But if, my fair, the widow’s name =: -> .;. 
Hold gracious with you ftill, =... +. 

The god of Love has form’d a {cheme 
Obfequious to your will. 


‘Take, take me to thy twining arms,-.. 
(Oppreft with warm defire ;) | 

Where, conquer’d by fuch mi i charms. 
A monarch might expire. 


Thou’lt be a widow every night, 
(Thy wond’rous pow'r confeft !) 

And as I die in dear delight, ao 
‘My tomb hall be- ke breaft. = 


FORTUNE #o HARLEQUIN, 
Ina. er. 7 
2 —. 
ROM my favour, fenfe jetty 
Fools by Fortyne are protected ; | 


Fortune, Harlequin hath found you, . 
Happinefs will, hence, furround you. 


IL 


Should a thowfand ills enclofe you, — 
Quick contrivance; this * beftows you: 
L4 | Valour 

* A Hat. 7 


168 Fortune to HARLEQUIN. 
Valour makes the fair‘adore you; _ 
This + fhall drive your foes before you. 
TT 

Gold’s the mighty fource of pleafure! 
Take this purfe of magic treafure; oo 
Go-——for while my gifts befriend you, © ° 
Joy and jollity attend you. ~ see “si 

FA Sword, 


: 
: 
\ = “- 4 ! 
we. 25 s 
. oa! peer ae ~ 


. or 


2 aot. R = rt ae oo gece) yen 
A RK--how the fout of mufic reigns, 


As when the firft great birth of nature 
fprun a | 


P S> ‘se A : Tees ay - 
When chads‘burft his rhaffy chains, *”~° * " 


*Twas thus the Chenibs fungi oo * 
tees as? ee he: ay 


" A t ROS y my ag ey é 
Hail-hail, from this aufpicious morn 
Shall Britifh glories rife! 
Now are the' mighty treaftires bot ee 
y rer CE eo ff a ae Tt f= 
That thal’ Britannia’s-fame'adom, 22 2 O 
-- And lift her to the tkids. 


ABI R T’-H-D AY’ ODE. ‘169 
Rie‘c 1s. 
His-lofty clarions roar; 


Till warlike echo fills with dread: 
The hoftile Gallic fhore. - - ws « 


-AlUreR. 


Let ily clrone banners fpread; 


Mark-- how his name with terror fills! ~~ 
The magic found rebellion kills, 
And brightens all the northern hills, _ 
Where pallid treafons dwell, ~ = -- -- 
The monfter fhall no more arife, 
Upon the ground fhe panting lies! 
Beneath his ‘William’s foot fhe dies, 
And now fhe finks to hell. : 


Recrwt. 


Hafte--let Ierne’s harp be newly ftrung, 
And after mighty: George be William fung. 


CATR. 
Talk no more of Grecian glory, 
William ftands the firft in ftory : 
He, with Britifh ardour glows! 
’ See--the pride of Gallia fading! ,-.;— - 
See--the youthful warnor leading ee 
Britons, vengeful, to their foes! 


Re- 


170 A BIR.TH-D AY ODE. 
Recrw. 


Fair is the olive branch Hibernia boafts, 
Nor fhall the din of war difturb her coafts ; 
While Stanhope .fmiles, her fons are bleft, 
In native loyalty confeft! —- 


Al .R. 


See--O fee, thrice happy ifle! - 
See what gracious et beftow’d ; 
Twice® you have feen a Stanh ope e nile, 
Thefe are gifts become a g . 


How the grateful ifland glows! ! 
Stanhope’s name fhall be rever’d ; — 2 
Whilft by fubjects, and by foes, 
Sacred George is lov’d and fear’d., ; 


CuorRus. 
Like Perfians to the rifing fun, 
Refpectful homage pay ; 
At George’s birth our joys = 
Salute the glorious day ! 


An 


* Earl of Chefterfield, and Earl of Hartingzor, both fuc- 
ceflively Lords Lieutenants of Ireland. 


~ 


An irregular'O.D E on Mufic. | 


e 
| 
¢ . 
e 
. on Be 


EASE, gentle founds, nor kill me quite, 
With fuch excefs of fweet delight! = — 
Each trembling note‘invades‘my heart,: = —- 
_ And thrills through ev’ry vital part ; 
A foft--a catian paifi- 
Purfues my heated blood thro’ ev’ry vain ; ¢ 
What--what does the énchantment mean? 
Ah! give the charming magic o’er, = * 
My beating heart ean'hear no more, | 


Go A RS RB bo ae ag eee  « 
wo See, ami ee SE T 
y ‘ e 
+ . ee pel im, = 


Now wild with fierce defire, 
My breaft is all on fire! — ot 
In foftn’d raptures, now, Idie! i 
Can empty found fuch joys impart ; © 
Can mufic thus tranfport the heart, 
With melting extafy ! 
. O art divine ! exalted bleffing! 
Each celeftia] charm expreffing ! 


Kindeft 
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Kindeft gift the gods beftow ! 
Sweeteft good that mortals knew! —- 
TH. 
When feated in awerdant fhade 
(Like tuneful Thyrfis) Orpheus play’d ; 
The diftant trees forfake the wood ; 
The liftening beafts neglect their food 
To hear the heavenly found ; 
The Dryads leave the. moimtains, 
The Naiades quit the. fountains, 
And in a fpnighaly chorus dance around, 


TW, 


To raife the thately walls of. antient Troy, 
‘Sweet Phoebus did his tuneful empey 

| See what foft harmony 099. : 
The moving rocks the found "ae 
Till in a large collected mafs they grew : 

Had Thyrfis liv’d in thefe remoter days, 

His were the chaplet of immortal — 
Apollo’s harp naknown ! 

The fhepherd had remain’d dof fag t. 
The Deity alone. = 


€ 173) *- 
Ce Pee HOD 
AFRAGMENT. 


Part of a Poem wrote on Mifs BELL amy, 
when in Dublin, | 


ROM flavifh rules; mechanic forms ugty’d; 

F . She {oars with facred nature for her’ puide- 
he fmile of peace--the wildnefs of defpair--- 
The foft’ning figh--the foul diffolving tear’; 
Each magic charm the boafted Oldfield knew, _ 
Inchanting Bellamy revives in you. © ==: 


Tis thine, refiftlefs, the fuperior art, 
To fearch the foul and trace the various’heart ; 
With native force, with unaffected eafe, 

To form the yielding paffions as you pleafe! 


Oldmixon’s® charms; by melody impreft, — 
May gently touch the fong enamour’d-breaft ; 
But tranfient raptures mut attend the wound, 
Where the light arrow is convey’d by found! 


Qr 
- ® ALady celebrated for Sizging: 
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Or fhould Mechel®, all fangs advance, 
Her limbs difplay’d in every maze of dance, _ 
(The foul untouch’d) the captivates the fight ; 
But breathing wit, with judgment muft unite, > 
To give the man of reafan unconfin’d delight. 


Ce ee ee ee tT 
On a very young LADY. 


EE how the buds and bloffoms fhoot : 
How fweet will be the fummer fruit? 
Let us behold the infant rofe , — 
How fragrant when its beauty blows! 
The morning fimiles ferenely gay: 
How bright will be the promis’d day! 
Contemplate next the charming maid, 
In early innocence array’d! | 
If, in the morning of her years, 
A luftre fo intenfe appears, | 
When time fhall point her noontide rays, 
When her meridian charms fhall blaze, 
None but the eagle-ey’d muft gaze... - 


--+ fn 
‘ 


| ® ADances then in Smock-alley Theatre. 


AINVITATION. 


(Including the charaéters of the particular 
Comipany that frequented Mr  Buxton's 
elegant Country Houfe, at Wefton) The 
Family intending for London. 


OME, Daphne, as the widow’d turtle true, 
C Foremoft in grief,.- conduct the mournful 
crew ; 

Come, Delia, .beauteous as' the new-born {pring, : 
With fong more foft than.raptur’d angels fing ; ~ 
Let Zhirfis, in the bloom of fummer’s pride, | 
With folded arms, walk penfive by her fide; 
Clarinda, come, like rofy morning fair, 
Thy form as beauteous as‘thy heart fincere ; 
On her fhall Simon gaze with rude delight, 
Till polifh’d by her charms he ‘grows polite: - 
Dorinda, next--her gay, good humour fled! 
With filent fteps, and -grief-deje€ted head ! 
Palemon | fee, his tunelefs harp unftrung, 
Is on the willow boughs neglected hung ! 
Come Celia, figh’d for by unnumber’d fwains! 
Rofetta, pride of the extended plains! 
With Pills, whofe unripen’d charms difplay 
A dawn, that promifes the future day. __ er 

| i 
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With — crown’d, to Wefton groves repair ; 
The confcious fhades fhali witnefs our defpair : 
To vales, and lawns, and woodlands, late fo gay, 
Where in fweet converfe we were wont to ftray : 
The joys we've loft, in plaintive numbers tell, 
And bid the focial feat a long, farewell. 


FANNY of th DALE. 
ET: the declining damafk rofe, 
With envious grief look pale ; _ 


The fummer blocen more freely glows < 7 
as il dal : 


Il. 


Is there a fweet that decks the. field, 
Or {cents the morning ‘gale ; 

Can fuch a vernal fragrance yield, - 
‘As Fanny of the dale? - 


The shia belles,’ at court rever’d, 


Look lifelefs, cold, and ftale:;. 7. 
How 


FANNY of t DALE. 1977 
How faint their beauties; when compar’d - 
_ With Fanny of the dale ? | 


IV, 
_ The willow bind Paftora’s brows, 


Her fond advances fail : 
For Damon pours his warmeft vows 


- To Fanny of the dale: | : 
V. 
Might honett truth, at laft, fucceed, 
And artlefs Joye prevail ; 


Thrice happy cou’d he tune his reed; 
With Fanny of the dele! 


oy’ 


To Mr. K—~, 


I. 


ES, Colin, ’tis granted, you flutter in lace 
You whifper and dance with the fair : " 

But Merit advances, ’tis yours to give place, 
Stand off, and at diftance revere, . 


M Nor 


178° To Mr.. K——. 


Nor teize the fweet maid with your jargon of 
chat, 
By her fide as you faunter along ; 
Your taffe--your complexion--your this--and your 


that, 
Nor lifp out the end of your fong. 
NM. 


For folly, and fafhion, you barter good fenfe, 
(If fenfe ever fell to your fhare). 
*Tis enough you could pert petit maitre com- 
mence, 7 
- Laugh-loiter--and lie with an air. 


No end you can anfwer, affections you’ve none, 
Made only for prattle and play, 

Like a butterfly, bafk’d for a while‘in the fun, 
You'll die undiftinguifh’d away. | 


APOLLO, @#o the Company at 
Harrowgate. 


Rom fny critical court, at a quarterly meet- 


| ing, | 
To my Harrowgate fubjeCts this embafly greet- 


"ing: 3 


Whereas 


hi 
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Whereas from the veteran poets complaint is, 
Their works are no longer confider’d as dainties, 
And Shakefpear, and Congreve, and Farquhar 

and others, 
The tragical—comical—farcical brothers, 
Petition us oft for fome gents and fome ladies ; 
(Our fubjects, nofdoubt, fince dramatic their trade 
is.) 


We govern their ftational ftage by direction, . 
And fend ’em to you for your friendly protection, 
Tis Apollo invites, with fome ladies (the mufes ) 
We denounce him immen/ely ill-bred that refufes. 


Be it known by the bye, from our helicon 
fountain | 
Enrich’d by the foil of Parnaffus’s mountain, - 
Your Harrowgate water directly proceeding, 
Produces fine fenfe, with true tafte, and good 
breeding. - 


Talk of tafte—none-: but heathens would call 
it in queftion: — 

Yet fome infolent wits might advance a fuggef- 
tion ! , | | : 
While our deputies daily invite all the neigh- 

| bours, : | ' a 
But find no Mecenas to fmile on their labours. 
Thus far we’ve proceeded your favour to curry, 
And could tell ye much more,—but we write 
in a hurry. 


ay TX 


M 2 A 


{ 180 } 


A S§ QNnN G. 


I. 


E that Eove hath never try’d, 

Nor Cupid i his guide, 
vannot hit 

ne the paldce of de he 


Al. 


What are honowrs, Tegal 


wealth, 
Florid youth, and ro : 
Without Love, his chyba aa 


impotent, unmeaning things ! 
Hit. 


Gentle fhepherds, perfovere, 
Still be tender, ftill fincere; 
Love, and Time united, do 
Wonders, if the heart be true. 


ASONG 


{Sent to Chiroe with a Rof.) 


Vunes—The Lafs of Patie’s Mill. 
q . 


YY ES, every flower that blows 
I pafs’d unheeded bye, 
Till this enchanting rof 
Had fix’d my wand’ting eye ; 


It fcented every breeze, ; 
That wanton’d o'er the ftreatti, 
Or trembled through the trees, 
To meet the thdrning beam. 
To deck thdt bexutkous maid, 
Its frigtance ddti’t excel, | 
From fome celeftial fhade 
The datwatic charter fell; 


M3 And 
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And as her balmy fweets, oe 
On Cloe’s breaft fhe pours, : 
The cuecn of Beauty greets 
The gentle queen of Flowers. 


JM OW IOC N CUR, 
AFRAGMEDNT. 


To Mr. Woops, Archite of the Ex-— 


change at Liverpool. 


HERE Merfey * rolls her wealth:be- 
| ftowing waves, =e 
And the wide fandy beech triumphant laves,; . 
Where naval ftore in. harbotir’d fafety rides, 
Unmov’d by ftorms, unhurt by threat’ning tides , 
Commerce—(paternal poddefs!) fits ferene,- 
Commandant of the tributes of the main. _ 


But yet no temple lifts its high-top’d fpire, — 
Simple her feat—and artlefs her attire! 
Around attendant priefts, in order wait, 

Guiltlefs of pomp, and ignorant of ftate, 
The Godhead’s power, tho’ unadorn’d,. they own, 
And bend with incenfe—at her low-built throne. 


Pallas beheld—the quits the ambient fkies, “ 
And thus the blue-ey’d maid indignant Cries: 
, z c¢ 


hee s¢ Js 


© The river Merfey at Liverpool. 
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‘ Is it for thee—my Woods!—to fit fupine, 
<< (Thy genius fraught with ev’ry grace of mine) 
‘¢ Is it for thee—to whofe myfterious hand, 
“© Science—and fitter Arts, obfequious ftand, 
‘© Inglorious thus, to let a goddefs pine? , 
*¢ No throne!—no temple—no fuperior fhrine! - 
“ Hafte, hafte! command the well wrought co- 
lumns rife, ok 

“ And lift my favourite, Commerce, to the fkies.”” 
* * a * * * = *& 

* * * »*  * * 8% « “ 


LIF ASCO ASA MeO ROOST 
A PROLOGUE 


Spoke by Mr. WAELACE, on opening the 
New Theatre at Newcaftle, 1766. 


F to correct the follies of mankind, 
I To mend the morals—to enlarge the mind, 
To ftrip the felf-deceiving paffions bare, 
With honeft mirth, to k1ll an evening’s care, 
Jf thefe kind motives can command applaufe, 
For thefe, the motly ftage her curtain draws. 


Does not the poet, that exifts by praife, 
Like to be told that he has reach’d the bays? 


M 4 Is 


8, £PROLOGUB, 


Is not the wretch {fill trembling for fis féore) 
Pleaa’d when he grafpsa glitt’ring thoufand more? 
Cheerg net the marmer, propitious feas? 

Likes mot the lawyer to be handling fees? 

Lives not the lover, but in hopes of blifs? 

Te ev'ry queftion we'll reply with—yes. 


ra ania them gratified—their full delight, 
‘Falls of ous on this snfpicious night, 
‘When rich in happinefs—in hopes elate, 
Tafte has recav’d us to her fav’rite feat. 


O that the foul of Action were hut ours, 
dud the vai energy of vocal powers! 
That we might make a grateful off’ring, fit 
For thefe kind judges that in candour fit. 


Beforefuchjudpes, we cértfels: with dread, : 
Thefe new dominions we prefume to tread; — 
Yet if you fmile, we'll boldly-do our belt, . 
And eave your favour to fupply the eft, 


e ’ = “sa a er) 
j : « ’ 2S eg t y : - 
ae et ee . & ‘ all a 
2 sas 
: me s — re 
3 : ‘ ' ad oe a . 
a o . . ‘ 
ei ‘y : ad too 
a : Z i : ‘ x 
¢ ° 
. ; , ; 
es acy wet , ‘ i . a ! 
a . ‘ ee Pee See 
tad ra | 4 = 
oy « 
’ Me py es Soe f wr Uae, 
: 4 a rr ee wea PCy 
v. ? ' 
. Boo gs 8 Ae 
ed re hae) Oo Gee . J 
} os ° Pa 
4 
ge 
se ~ sy > Ff 
> 
. 


( 185 ) 

Sees 
EPIGRAMS, &e. 
An EPIG R A.M. 


Mempber of the modern great 
A Pa@'d Sawney with his budget, | 
The Peer was if a car of flate, 
The tinker forc’d to ) trudge it. 


But x Sawiey fhall receive the praife 
His Lordfhip would parade for: 
-Gnes'debtot for his dapple greys, 
See t ~— 8 thoes are. — for.’ 


ANOTHER. 
O Watteall, whofe eyes were juft coln in 
TT Y J g 


Doll counted the chalks on the door ; | 
In peace, “ery’d the wretch, Jet me give up my 
breath. 
And Fate will foo tub’ out my {core. 


Come, bailiff, ctieg Dit, chow PR hamper this 


cheat! 


gic Let the law be no longer delay ‘d, 


16 EPIGRAMS, &c. 


I sever once heard of that fellow call’d Fate, — 
_ And by G—d he fha’nt die till P'm paid. — 


BARC Ee ao aae ao ascot Oe 


A POSTSCRIPT. 


W OULD honeft Tom G——d * get rid of 
a {cold, soc 
The torture, the plague of his life! =; 
Pray tell him to take down his lion of gold,” - 
And hang up his brazen-fac’d wife. , 


A RECANTATLON. 

| F {pleen fo dormant,’ indolence fo gieat, 
I’ve thoughtlefs flatter'd, what in truth | 
hate... 2 Ul 


coc Joo DEB ob TE Ac} 
A Y,, my charmer, nght jor wrong, con 


Say it from your heart or tongue: 


Re fincere; or elfe deceive,, Bh dae ee 
<< en ene ee : ~es CP ge es 4 
Say you love—and I fhall believe. - -, 

| co The 


# Landlord of the Golden“Lion, at an inn in Yorkthire. 
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SOBER 


The following ACROSTICS. were 
wrote at the Regueft of the two Ladies 


who are the — of them. 


RAY tell me, ‘fiys Venus, one “day to 5 the 
Graces, 
(On a vifit they: came, “and had jut ta’ etl their } 
places) - 
Let me know why of bite ean ne’er fee your faces: 
Ladies, nothing, I hope, | ‘happen’d re to. affright 
e: 
You’ve lade compliment cards every day. to in- 
vite ye. 


“Says Cupid, who guefs’d their rebellious pro- 

ceeding, 

.4¢ Underhand, dear mamma, there’s fome -mif- 
chief a-breeding : 

- - There's 3 fair, one at Lincoln, fo figifh’da beauty, 

«°That yout loves‘ and your Braces’ all fwerve 
from their-duty.” © - 4 

On my life, ~ dame. ‘Venus, Til not Be. thus 
put o 

Now I eke on ’t, laft night, fome one call’d me 

; Mils Sutton. 


ANo- 


88 EPIGRAMS, ‘&. 


ANOTHER. 


XX7 HERE no ripen’d fymmmer glows, 
in the lap of northern fhows ; 
Defarts gloomy, oold, and drear; 
(Only let the nymph be there) ¢ 
Wreaths of budding fweeta would wear, — 


May would every fragrance bring, 
All the vernal — of {pring : 
Dryads, deck’d with myrtles green 
Dancing, wauld attend their queen t 
Every flower that nature {preads, 
Rifing where the charmer treads | 


On Mr. Chu RcHIL L's death. 

CVAYS Tom to Richard, Churchill’s dosd , 
43 Says Richard, T “ap you lie, 

Old Raxcour the report hath 

But Genius cannot die. 


. 

fier - : i “. 

oo ; ; a. ae 
‘ are tee , . t . 


* 
t * t 
i ia 


A: 


on bis bein 1g fatirized by an ignorant 
Perfon. | a 


Wire he’s worth your fpleen or not, 
You’ve afk’d me to determine , 

I with, my friend, a nobler lot, 
Than that of trampling vermin. 


- A blockhead caa’t be worth our eave, 
Unlefs that we'd befriend him : 
As you’ve fome common fgnfe to fpare, 
Pil pay you what you. lend: him. | 
| | APOLLA 


USPHS ORE PR SOOO V NED 


On feeing J—— C-——ft, Eg; @ 
bufed ina New/paper. 


WHEN a. wretch to public notice, 
Would @ man of worth defame; 
Wit as threadbare as his coat is, 
Only thews his want of fhame, 


Ruly, pert, wameaning parrot! 
Viiekt of the venal salt 
Go—and in your Grubftreet garret, 
yourfelf aad paltry muss. ‘ 
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Pity too the meddling finner, __ , 
Should for hunger hang or drown;. 

x, (he muft not want a dinner) 
Send the fcribler half a crown. - 

On hearing Davip Hume, E/q; . par- 
ticularly admired in a Company of 
petit Maitres. _ | AL 

ID rocks and trees in ancient days 
Round tuneful Orpheus throng, 
Mov’d by the bard’s enliv’ning lays, 
And fenfible of fong ! 
When the bold Orpheus of our age, 
With true pathetic fire, 


Unfolds the philofophic page, 
. The very beaux admire. 


PEG 


A CHARACTER. 
HE mufe of a foldier fo whimfical fings, 
He’s captain at once to four different kings, 
And tho’ in their battles he boldly behaves, 
To their queens he’s a cull, and-a dupe to their 


F 


knaves ; | 
Whilft_ others are: cheerfully join’d in the chace, 
_ Young Hobbinol’s hunting the critical ace: 
On feafts or on fafts, tho’ the parfon exclaim, 
Under hedges or haycocks he’ll flick to his game. 
Yet 


EPIGRAMS,.- &. 191 


Yet the. prieft cannot fay he’s quite out of his fold, 
For he’s always at church—when a tythe’s to’ be 
fold, | : + & | 


Se et ee ee oe ee oe 


EPIGRAPH for Dean Swirt’s 
Monument. 
Executed by Mr. P. CUNNINGHAM, 
Statuary in Dublin. ; | 
\ AY to the Drapers vaft unbounded fame, 
S What added honours can the {culptor give ? 


None—’tis a fanction from the drapier’s name, 
Muft bid the {culptor and his marble live. 


we Gecunifr canine pen pn come dfremann dined 


1 OULD Kate for Dick compofe the gordian 


ftring, 
The Tyburn knot how near the nuptial ring ! 
A loving wife, obedient to her vows, | 
Is bound in duty to exalt her fpoufe. 


ALIX XE EE DEKE 


An Apology for a certain Lady. 
T O an old dotard’s wretched arms betray’d, 
The wife (mifcall’d) is but a widow’d maid 
| , - Young 
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Young, and impatient et her wayward jot, 
If the dull rules of duty are forgot ; 
Whatever ills from her defection rife, 

The parent’s guilty who compell’d the ties. 


nih Vea ith Wea oP Ceti Catal Weck il? 


On GOLD. 


EAUT Y's a bawble, a trifle in price! 
B "Tis glafs, or ’tis fomething as glaring ; 
But fet in it gold—’tis fo wonderful nice, 

That @ prince fhall be proud in the wearing. 
How feeble the tran{port when paffion is gone, 
How pall’d when the honey-moon’s over ! 


When kiffing--and cooing--and toying are done, 


Tis gold muft enliven the lover. 
WA Neato Vite Kiet oP Katoh Cot oF Veole 
To CHLOE ona Charge of Inconflancy. 


OW can Chloe think it ftrange, 
Time fhould make a lover chenge? 


Time brings all things to an end, 
Courage can’t the blow defend. 
See the proud atpiring oak 
Falls beneath the fata ftroke: 

If on Reduty’s cheek he preys, 

Straight the rofy bloom decays: 

Joy puts out his lambent fires, 

And at Time's approach-r-expires. | 
rece How 


. @ amar « 
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How can Chloé think it ftrange, 
Time fhould make a lover charige? . 


delete Sededppteed ee ee eee 4 sn tn lt }. 


On Alderman W——. 


The Hifory of bis Lifes 
JN HAT he was bor, it cannot. be deny’d, 
| Heeat, drank, flept, talk’d politics, and dy’d. 


An ELEGY on bis Death. | 


a HA T-Fate would not grant a reprieve, 
i’ Tis true, we have caufe to lament; _ 
Yet faith ’tis a folly to grieve, 

So e’en let us all becontent. © - 
On.the ftane that was plac’d o’er_his head, ~ 

(When he mingled with fhadows {0 grim) 
Thefe words may be ev’ry day read, 

£SFlere. lies the late Alderman: Wautix.” * 


From the Author: to a celebrated. -Me- 
‘thodiyf? Preacher, “°° °°" 

a) ar ee 
H* OCRISY’s fon! 


No more of your-fun, 


A. truge with fanatical raving; —_ 
| N | Why 


i944 EPIGRAMS, &e. 


Why cenfure the ftage? ~ 
Tis known to the age, — 
That both of us thrive by--deceiving. 


I. 


’Tis frequently faid, 
That two of a trade | 
Will boldly each other befpatter : 
But cruft mie they’re fools 
Who play with edg’d tools ; 
So let’s have no more of the matter. 


A PASTORAL. 


ALEMON, featéd by his fav’rite maid, 

The Sylvan fcenes with extafy furvey’d: - 
Nothing could ‘make the fond Alexis gay, . 
For Daphne had been abfent half the day ; 
Dar’d by Palemon, fora paftoral prize, | 
Reluctant (in his turn) Alexis: tries. 


PALEMON, 
This breeze by the river how charming and foft i 
Flow {mooth the grafs carpet! how green!” _ 
ae ane Po. ni Sweet 


» 
x, 


-QA PASTORAL. 195 


Sweet, {weet fings the lark !—as he carols aloft, | 
His mulic enlivens the {cene. 


A thoufand frefh flowrets, nic gay, | 
The fiélds and the forefts adorn ; -.. 

I pluck’d me fome rofes—the children of May! 
And os not find one witha thorn. 


ce i 2 


‘Abexis 


The ree are ete onde as bold is te — ! 
Dull vapours defcend on the plain, 

The verdure’s all blafted that cover’d yon Trees, 
The birds cannot compafs a ftrain! 


In fearch for a chaplet my temples to bind, 
All day as I filently rove, 

I can’t find a flowret, | not one, to my mind, 
In meadow, in — ar grove. 


ee ee 


I ne’er faw the hedge in fuch excellent bloom, 
The lambkins more wantonly gay! 

My cows feem to breathe amore pleafing perfume, 
And brighter than common the day! 


If any dull thepherd- fhould foolifhly afk, 
So rich why the land{capes appear? 

To give a right anfwer, how eafy my tafk! 

Becaufe my {weet Phillida’s here. 


N 2 ALEXIS. 


196 A PA:s TORA L. 
ALEXIS, 


The ftream that fo mudd moves flowly slong, 
Once roli'd i in a beautiful tidé ; | 

It feem’d o’er the pebbles to rnitirtter 4 fongy : 
But Daphne. fat then by my fide; 


See-—fee—the aes maid, o’er the meadow the hies! 

. Quite alter’d already the fcenes! _ 

How limpid the ftream is!—haw gay the blue fkies! 
The hills and the hedges how grectit | 
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